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CLAIMING HIS STUDENT 


Cora 


I’ve never minded being the Dean’s daughter up until 
now...now that he’s hired the sexiest English professor in 
the world to teach at this university, there’s no way I can 
focus on my studies. But he’s my teacher so we can never 
be together...can we? 


Dylan 


The second I walk into my new classroom, I know I have to 
have the beautiful girl at the front of the class. She’s 
everything I’ve ever wanted. But with her father keeping a 
watchful eye on me, I’m going to have to find a way of 
making her mine without him knowing... 


*Claiming His Student is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Get a free, new, original story NOW by joining my mailing 
list and staying subscribed. 


CLICK HERE >> Get a FREE book now 


CHAPTER ONE 


( Ora 


“Who do you think our new professor is?” Penny asks me as 
we take our seats at the very front of the lecture theatre. 
We’re beginning the last year of our English Literature 
course and we’ve been thrown a curveball; a new professor. 
I glance down at my schedule on my phone to re-read the 
name of the professor. 


“T’ve never heard of a Dylan Harker before and given that 
my Dad is the Dean, I guess I would’ve heard of him if he’d 
been around before. He must be new.” 


Penny sighs. “I bet he’s going to be some stuffy old man 
with a tweed suit and a beard that’s way too long.” 


I laugh. “Oh, definitely. It’s way too much to ask to get some 
eye candy around here...” 


The doors to the class open and my jaw drops. A tall man in 
a well fitted blue suit enters the room, his dark eyes 
scanning over us casually. He’s definitely not a stuffy old 
man. With light stubble on his chin and dark hair that’s 
slicked back to reveal his handsome face. He must be at 


least in his forties, and while he has the intelligent air of an 
older man not one thing about him seems boring or out of 
touch. I’ve never been attracted to anyone before so I don’t 
exactly have a type, but looking at him now, I know that it 
doesn’t matter that he’s older than me. I want him. 


All of a sudden my heart is racing wildly. I thought today 
was going to be just another boring lecture, but now that 
this man is here I’m not sure anything will ever be the same 
again. 


He doesn’t appear to have noticed me at all as he heads to 
his lectern. He’s shuffling through his notes. He still has a 
few minutes until the class begins. Penny nudges me. It 
clearly hasn’t escaped her notice that he’s possibly the 
hottest man we’ve ever laid eyes on. 


“Surely that can’t be him?” she hisses. “He’s...he’s young! 
And gorgeous! Do you think he’s lost?” 


“No,” I breathe. “I think he’s exactly where he’s supposed 
to be.” 


At that exact moment, he looks up and our eyes lock. His 
face changes as he stares into my eyes, my soul, his dark 
eyebrows furrowing as he takes me in. I blush as his eyes 
dare to venture over my body. He takes in the curve of my 
hips, my chest, my tight shirt...and it looks like he likes what 
he sees. He grips the edges of the lectern, watching me so 
intently that I feel like I can’t breathe. All I want is for him 
to break this tension by coming over here and kissing me. 
But he’s my professor...how is it possible that he’s looking at 
me like we could be something special? How is it possible 
that he’s undressing me with his eyes in front of the entire 
class and yet I feel like we’re the only two people in the 
room? 


I feel Penny nudging my arm, whispering something to me, 
but I don’t hear a word she says. With my gaze locked on 
him, I know that it’s going to be impossible to concentrate 
in class this semester. All I’m going to be thinking of is how 
incredible he looks, how much I want him, how much I’m 
praying he wants me back... 


“Cora!” Penny hisses. “Have you lost your mind? Stop 
drooling over him like that, he’s definitely noticed.” 


“Good,” I breathe so quietly that only Penny will be able to 
hear. We’re still both watching each other with such intense 
interest that I don’t know if we’ll ever be able to break away 
from one another. But people are going to start talking. 
People are going to wonder what the hell is going on. I 
force myself to look down at my lap, but I can still feel his 
gaze on me, burning with unspoken desire. Am I imagining 
it? No. When I glance up, his eyes are still trained on me. 


What is happening? 


I feel like I can barely breathe. The lecture is about to start 
and I’m dizzy with lust. Maybe I should get out of here. I 
should escape this overwhelming feeling of desire he’s 
bringing out of me and just go home for the day. All these 
emotions hitting me are like an avalanche, making me 
tremble, making my heart race, making my skin heat up as 
though I’m on fire. But some part of me loves this. Even 
though it's entirely inappropriate, this is the single hottest 
thing to ever have happened to me. 


And I want more. 


At the front of the room, the hot professor clears his throat 
and I take a deep breath to try and compose myself. Penny 
is looking at me as though I’m crazy. Maybe I am. I guess 
now I can see why they say that lust drives people to 
madness. 


“My name is Dylan Harker. I will be teaching this class for 
the rest of the semester,” he growls. I shiver at how deep 
and sexy his voice is. His eyes find their way to me once 
again, as though he’s scoping out my response to him. Well, 
I hope he got what he wanted. He may as well have made 
me melt into a puddle at his feet. 


“This is a literature class...and although you were given an 
extensive reading list over the break, I have a sneaking 
suspicion that many of you won’t have picked up a book for 
the past few months,” Dylan continues, earning a few guilty 
laughs from the other students. “Which is why I want you to 
return tomorrow after spending today digging into some of 
the texts I gave you to read...who knows. Perhaps you might 
even enjoy them. I will be in the library later and I expect to 
see every single one of you there with your nose in a 
book...I will also be there to answer any questions that you 
might have about the work ahead of you this term.” 


I’m barely listening. My eyes venture over his body, noting 
that he clearly works out by the way the fabric of his suit 
stretches across his expansive chest. His hair is dark but 
peppered with steel at his temples and yet he looks so 
young. Young enough for me, in my opinion. He looks at me 
again and his eyes are once again burning with desire. I 
want him right this second. 


Get ahold of yourself. 


“Since I’m almost certain we don’t need another first class 
filled with icebreakers and introductions, I’m dismissing you 
now to go and get a head start on any books you might’ve 
missed during summer vacation. Off you go. And Ill see you 
all later in the library.” 


Everyone stands up quickly, glad to be given a reprieve 
from the class, but I don’t want to go. I want to stay 


here...with him. As I stand on shaky legs, I can’t believe I’m 
about to walk away from him. 


But then his eyes meet mine. He shakes his head. And I can 
swear I hear a low growl forming in the back of his throat. 


“No. Not you,” he says roughly. “You’re staying here with 


n 


me. 


Dylan 


The beautiful girl from the front of the class looks so 
shocked that I asked her to stay behind that she’s frozen 
still. It gives me all the more time to take her in. God, she 
doesn’t know how fucking gorgeous she is. Those wide, 
curvaceous childbearing hips only make me want to haul 
her to me and touch every inch of her skin. Her heavy 
breasts look like a real handful, the perfect size for my 
large mitts. I just want to fuck her right here in the middle 
of my new lecture hall. I’ve already decided that she’s mine. 
I have to have her. Every inch of her belongs to me from her 
white-blonde hair and cat green eyes to her wide hips and 
thick thighs. The things I’d do to her if I had the chance... 


Her friend is trying to get her to leave, looking at me in 
confusion, but the girl simply stands, watching me. She 
wants to stay. Eventually, her friend files out of the class 
with the other students and I am finally able to approach 
her. 


“What’s your name?” I growl. She looks up at me. She 
doesn’t seem like a timid girl, but I guess something about 
me has intimidated her a little because she’s shaking with 
nerves. She clears her throat. 


“Cora,” she whispers. 


“Cora...” I growl. “There’s something special about you, 
Cora...I can tell. Did you do all of the reading?” 


“Of course,” she whispers. “I spent a whole week just on the 
Canterbury Tales. I read every Jane Austen book twice. I 
even managed Ulysses. I’m not sure I understood it all, but 
I finished it and made notes.” 


“You’re dedicated, passionate,” I growl. “I like it.” 


She blushes and I smirk. I like that I have the ability to 
bring out the color in her cheeks. I take her arm and sit her 
back down. Our legs brush as we sit close to one another 
and a thrill rushes through me. My cock is hard just from 
the brief touch of my skin on hers. I want her more than 
I’ve ever wanted anything. I’ve never had a woman before, 
and I’ve never wanted one, but the second my eyes fell on 
her, I saw something special. I just knew she was the one 
for me, and now there’s no chance in hell I’m letting her get 
away. I’m already imagining what it would be like to take 
her, to feel the tightness of her pussy around my cock. I 
want to come deep inside her, to plant my seed, and have 
her bear new fruits with our children. 


“This isn’t my first time teaching, but it’s the first time a 
student has stood out to me so completely,” I growl, leaning 
in close to her. “There’s something about you, Cora. I’d like 
to see more of you outside of the classroom. If you’re 
willing, I’d be happy to give you extra tutoring, private 
consultations, whatever you like...and our relationship 
doesn’t have to be strictly...professional. I’d like to know you 
on a personal level too.” 


I hear the intake of her breath and wonder if I’ve misread 
this situation. The last thing I want is to push her further 
than she wants to go. Maybe she’s not interested at all and 
I’ve just blown it all. But then she shifts a little closer to me 
and I feel my cock surge in my pants. Her leg brushes 


against mine again. Her body turned toward mine. All of 
her body language points to her being into whatever is 
happening between us. 


“Td like that,” she breathes. It’s all I can do to stop myself 
from grabbing her now and kissing her. I want her so badly 
that it’s like an ache inside me. But even as I’m considering 
leaning in closer, I see a shadow approaching the door and 
there’s a sinking sensation deep in my gut. I get the feeling 
that the moment is about to be ruined. 


In the doorway is my new boss. The Dean of the college. He 
sees me sitting close to Cora and his expression darkens. I 
brace myself, sensing something is about to happen. 


“Ah, Dylan,” the Dean says, crossing his arms over his chest. 
“T see that you’ve met my daughter...” 


CHAPTER TWO 


( Ora 


I should’ve known that this whole thing was too good to be 
true. Here I was, flirting with the hottest man I’ve ever met, 
and my Dad just had to walk in. Seeing him now, my heart 
sinks, knowing that if he knew what I was just doing, he’d 
probably kill me. 


“Hi, Dad,” I say uncomfortably. “I’m just getting to know 
Dylan a little.” 


“That’s Mr. Harker to you,” my Dad says sternly, glaring at 
both me and Dylan. I roll my eyes with a sigh. 


“Dad everyone calls their professors by their first name at 
this age. I’m not being rude.” 


“T didn’t realize that one on one sessions began so early in 
the year,” Dad says, firmly fixing his stare on Dylan. Yet he 
seems calm as he keeps his gaze steady on my Dad. 


“T like to get a head start,” Dylan says. The tension in the 
room is so thick that I feel like I can’t breathe. 


I take a deep breath and ask, “What are you doing here, 
Dad?” 


“T thought I’d come and check in on Mr. Harker on his first 
class at this institution.” Dad stares around the room 
pointedly. “But I see no students. Did they neglect to show 
up on your first day, Mr. Harker?” 


“T sent them away with some reading. First classes tend to 
be a little redundant,” Dylan says coolly. My father takes a 
step closer. 


“Ts that so?” 


“The students don’t need me to go over the curriculum and 
do back to school exercises. Their time is better spent 
catching up on their reading. Plus, it gives me an 
opportunity to begin my one on one sessions early,” Dylan 
says calmly. I know that technically he’s lying. I know that 
he didn’t ask me here for a studious one on one session. But 
I want my father to believe him. I want him to leave so that 
Dylan and I can finish what we started here. But as my Dad 
comes ever closer, I can see the fury burning in his eyes. 


“That’s not how we do things around here, Mr. Harker,” he 
hisses. “I hired you because I’ve heard of your good track 
record, but I will not stand for you using class time to be 
alone with any of the students.” 


“You misunderstand entirely,” Dylan growls. “I see 
something special in your daughter, sir. I know that she’s 
one of the most promising students at this university, you 
said it yourself, and I know that from speaking with her first 
hand. Perhaps you should back off and let me do my job.” 


I hold my breath. All of a sudden, all I want is to run away. 
But I don’t want to go anywhere without Dylan. In the short 
time, we’ve known one another my attraction to him has 


become unbearably strong. Being away from him will 
forever feel like a punishment. I can’t let my Dad get in the 
way of our plans. I can’t let him ruin this before it’s even 
begun. 


“Should I go and get the next student for their one on one 
consultation?” I ask quickly. “I could send Penny in if you 
like? Then you can really get the ball rolling. This session 
was really useful...1 feel much more confident about the 
coursework now.” 


Dylan plays along, standing, and straightening his suit. 
“That would suit me perfectly, Cora...unless the Dean has an 
issue with that?” 


I hold my breath. My Dad has always been a hot head and I 
know he won’t appreciate the way that Dylan has been 
speaking to him this morning. But my father trusts me. He 
doesn’t believe that I’d ever lie to him. Guilt rips at my 
heart as I realize I’ve chosen to back Dylan instead of my 
Dad. But I can’t let Dylan get into trouble. I can’t let him get 
fired before we’ve even had a chance to be together. My 
father eyes me suspiciously before turning back to Dylan. 


“Very well. I suppose I should trust in your process. But I 
expect to see you teaching a real class when I come by next 
time.” 


“Of course,” Dylan snaps, his eyes hard. “Whatever you Say, 
sir.” 

I stand to leave, grabbing my bag and stealing one last 
longing glance at Dylan. His eyes tell me that this isn’t over. 
He’s not going to let anything stop us from having our shot 
together. As I walk out of the room, I sense that my Dad is 
following me and I find myself preparing for an argument. I 
get the feeling that he didn’t believe my little act back 
there. He’s not stupid, after all, and he knows me well. I 


tend to be willing to do a lot to get what I want...I just never 
expected that it would mean turning against my father. 


“What was really going on back there? Was Dylan being 
inappropriate?” Dad asks, falling into step with me. I sigh. 


“No, Dad, I told you we were just having our first one on 
one meeting. It’s no big deal, he picked me because I was in 
the front row of the classroom. What’s wrong with you? 
Why do you always have to believe that people have some 
hidden agenda?” 


“Because often, they do...especially when it comes to men.” 


“Dad, please!” I cry out, my cheeks flushing red. “Your own 
sexism is astounding when you’re the Dean of a university. 
He was really helpful and there’s nothing going on that’s 
out of place.” 


“Then tell me why you’re blushing.” 


The comment only makes me turn redder, but I do my best 
to keep myself composed. I’ve never been the kind of girl 
who blushes and falls at people’s feet, but Dylan seems to 
have changed me in just a short amount of time. Now, I feel 
as though I’d do anything for him. It’s completely unlike me. 


“I’m blushing because my Dad is trying to ask me 
embarrassing questions about my new professor! You’re 
going to make the rest of the semester so awkward for me if 
you carry on like this...now I have to go and get Penny for 
her one on one. Just because you’re the Dean and I’m your 
daughter it doesn’t mean you can just walk into my classes 
and do things like that...go and give a surprise check to 
someone else’s class.” 


I begin to walk away, my heart pounding hard in my chest. I 
don’t like lying to him. I don’t like pretending that this thing 
with Dylan doesn't mean a thing, either. We may only have 


known each other for a few precious minutes, but I already 
know this thing is going to be something incredible. I know 
we’re going to go the distance... that is if my Dad doesn’t 
try to stand in my way. 


“Stay away from him, Cora,” my father growls as I retreat. I 
close my eyes, trying to keep myself together. 


One day with Dylan and I’m already coming undone. 


Dylan 


As Cora and her father leave the room, I feel my hands 
clenching into fists. I can’t believe that she’s the Dean’s 
daughter. It’s just typical that the first time I come close to 
a woman I want something stands directly in my way. I’m 
not afraid of a challenge. I’m not afraid to fight for what I 
want, even if it means risking my position here at the 
university. 


I know Cora is worth it. From the moment I laid eyes on her, 
I knew I had to make her mine. She’s awoken a beast inside 
me, she’s made me want to sweep her up and claim her as 
my own. If only her father hadn’t walked in...we’d probably 
be fucking right now, my cock buried deep inside her, my 
seed itching to bury inside her and find her womb. 


But now that I know who she is, I know this is going to be 
much harder than I thought. He’s going to do everything he 
can to come between us. That much is obvious. He must’ve 
noticed the chemistry between me and Cora when he 
walked into the room. But I’m not stopping for anything. He 
can try all he wants, but he won’t stand in the way of me 
making her mine. No other woman will do. She’s the only 
one who can bring me to life. She’s the only one who can 
make my heart leap and my animalistic instincts go wild. 


I’ve waited all this time for her. And no man will ever stop 
me from having her now. 


I’m gathering some of my notes when the Dean returns. I 
expected that he would. He stalks toward me and I 
straighten to my full height, looking down at him. He has 
the sense to look intimidated by my presence. 


“T don’t know what the hell you’re doing just don’t involve 
my daughter,” he hisses. “She’s special and deserves a man 
who will know how to treat her. She deserves a good man of 
her own age. She doesn’t need her professor lurking 
around and trying to distract her from her studies and from 
finding a good man.” 


Why does he assume that I can’t give her those things? I’m 
an esteemed professor. I make good money, as he knows. 
I’m strong and protective and completely obsessed with 
her. I want her more than any other man ever will. Why 
does he assume that I’m no good for her? I clench my fists 
at my sides once again. There is a fury and fire in my veins, 
fueling me through this. He doesn’t understand the 
connection I have with Cora. 


“I was just doing my job,” I growl through gritted teeth. “It 
seems that you’re being very protective of her, but there’s 
no need. She’s in good hands in my class.” 


I know that I want more from her than any other student. I 
know that our relationship will go beyond the walls of the 
classroom. But it doesn’t mean that I won’t care for her. It 
doesn’t mean that I can’t also be a good teacher to her. 
What the Dean doesn’t understand is that I intend to give 
her everything, body, and soul, and that includes being a 
good teacher to her. If he’d only back off, I’d be able to 
show him that. 


“I don’t trust you,” the Dean snaps. “I don’t trust that you 
have good intentions. So until you prove that you do, I'll be 
keeping an eye on you.” 


I glare back at him and he sighs. 


“You don’t have children, do you? You don’t understand 
what it means to want to protect your child with your life. 
So I don’t expect you to understand why I’m being this way. 
But let me make this clear, Dylan.” He leans in close. “I will 
not let you lead her astray. I won’t have you ruining her 
future by trying to become a part of it. One more year and 
she’s going to leave here. She’s going to go out into the real 
world and become a real success. That was her destiny way 
before you got here. So don’t derail those plans. Stay away.” 


“She’s my student. I can’t stay away.” 


“You know exactly what I mean,” he snaps as he leaves the 
room once again. And I do. He’s telling me not to get close 
and personal with her. He’s telling me not to try and fulfill 
my desires...to kiss her, to worship her body, to fuck her 
senseless, and fill her with my babies. But that’s not his 
choice. It’s mine and hers. If she wants this as much as I do, 
then there’s no chance in hell that we’re staying apart. This 
is happening whether he likes it or not. 


She’s going to be mine and mine only. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


( Ora 


I moved through the rest of this day in a complete daze. I 
can barely believe that I’ve met someone who I’m so utterly 
obsessed with in such a short amount of time. The moment I 
laid eyes on Dylan, I was infatuated. Now I can’t stop 
thinking about him. I can’t stop wondering what might’ve 
happened if we hadn’t been interrupted. I keep questioning 
what would’ve happened if we’d had more time together, 
maybe set up a date... 


But my Dad split us apart before we could make any plans. 
Now I have to accept that until I see him again, I’ll be kept 
in the dark about what’s going on between us. I wish I could 
fast forward time, but as I sit at home, impatiently waiting 
for something to happen, I realize that time has never 
moved this slowly for me. It’s a form of torture I never 
expected to endure. 


“You’re very quiet tonight, Cora,” my Dad comments as 
we’re eating our dinner. Or rather he is eating his dinner 
and I’m poking at mine with a fork. 


“First day blues,” I mutter. It’s not true, of course. I 
normally love the first day of classes. But meeting Dylan as 
my new professor has changed everything. How am I 
supposed to walk into class every day and resist the urge to 
throw myself at him? How am I supposed to sit there and 
listen to him talk about classic literature when I can feel 
this intense longing between the two of us driving me 
crazy? Penny has been messaging me all day, trying to 
figure out why I was kept back in class, but I can’t explain 
this to anyone yet. Not when I don’t even understand it 
myself. 


“You shouldn’t be stressing on the first day back. Forget 
anything Mr. Harker might have told you. You don’t need to 
try and read five books before tomorrow,” Dad says with a 
roll of his eyes. I scowl. 


“No, I don’t, because I already did all of the required 
reading.” 


“Then what can you possibly have to worry about on the 
first day back? You don’t have exams until the end of the 
year and your coursework isn’t due until Christmas. Relax.” 


I wish I could relax, but it’s hard when I can’t even talk to 
someone about what’s bothering me. The one thing that 
would relax me right now is being able to see Dylan and 
explore what’s happening between us. There’s so much I 
want to do, so much I want to find out about him...but until 
our next class, I guess he’s off limits to me. 


My phone chimes and I sigh. I’m not in the mood to speak to 
any of my friends right now. I bet they’ll want to talk about 
our new professor and the last thing I need is to try and 
muster up some fake commentary on how I feel about him. 


But it’s none of my friends when I check my phone. It’s an 
email on my student account. My heart begins to beat 


faster. Could it be... 


I open the email and I almost gasp out loud. It’s him. It’s 
Dylan. And this isn’t a group email for the class. It’s just for 
me. 


Cora, 


I need to see you. Get away from home if you can and meet 
me in the classroom. We can talk properly when we can 
guarantee we're going to be alone. 


Dylan 


I feel a little sick with nerves. This is exactly what I wanted, 
and yet I don’t know if I have the courage to go there. What 
will I tell my father? How am I supposed to make up an 
excuse this late at night to get away? The clock says eight 
thirty and it’s rare I go anywhere after classes have finished 
unless it’s been pre-planned. 


But I have to get to that classroom. I need to get this time 
alone with Dylan or I’ll never forgive myself for letting this 
opportunity pass me by. I stand up suddenly in my chair, 
breathing hard and hoping an excuse will come to me. 


“Cora? Where are you going? We’re in the middle of 
dinner,” my Dad says with a scowl. I swallow. 


“Sorry, Dad. I have somewhere to be. Penny...she needs 
help summarizing her notes on Lolita before our class 
tomorrow...I1 forgot that I promised to help her out. She’s 
waiting for me.” 


“And she can’t wait until you’ve finished your dinner?” 
I shake my head. Dad sighs and shakes his head. 


“Alright. Take the car. But be home by midnight. I can’t 
exactly be a good Dean if I let my daughter stay out late the 


night before her classes.” 


I nod, but I’m already rushing for the door before he 
finishes his sentence. He calls something after me, but I 
don’t even hear as I grab the keys and head out the door. I 
have to get out of here before he tries to change his mind. 


As I drive over to the university, my hands are shaking and 
my heart is racing. Part of me can’t wait for this moment, 
but another part of me is terrified. What if he’s changed his 
mind about me? What if I can’t think of a word to say and 
he thinks I’m boring? I know that this is my one chance to 
impress him, and there’s a lot of pressure, but there is 
another part of me, deep inside, that’s saying this is meant 
to be. Dylan and I were meant to meet today. We’re going to 
click just like we did before in the classroom. We’re going to 
go the distance. 


As I pull up at the school, my fear subsides a little. I’ve got 
this. I head inside, my head held high in confidence. I want 
to show him that I’m not afraid to jump in headfirst. I’m not 
some scared little girl. 


I’m the woman of his dreams. 


Dylan 


Sending the email was a risky move. I know that the Dean 
has the power to read any of the emails we send from our 
work email address. I know he might catch me anyway 
since it’s his daughter I’m asking to meet me at school in 
the dead of night. 


But I have to try. Since I met her today, my cock has been 
rock hard and throbbing for her. I’ve been unable to think 
of anything, but her. Waiting around to see if she’ll show up 
has been torture like no other, but I have to give it a go. 


Waiting until tomorrow isn’t an option. The animal inside 
me is urgent, desperate for her. I need to rip her clothes off 
her body and take her like they did back in the prehistoric 
era with free abandon. I’d fuck her any time, anywhere. 
She’s driven me crazy in the short time I’ve known her. I 
need to make her body mine. 


And that’s why I’m here after hours, pretending that I’m 
here to work late, but there’s a cheese plate set out and a 
bottle of wine just begging to be devoured. I don’t want her 
to think I’m making assumptions about what’s going to 
happen here tonight, but I also want her to know that this 
isn’t just some study session. This is a date. If she doesn’t 
like that and chooses to walk away, then I guess I’ll have to 
accept her decision. But if she shows up after the email I 
sent, then I think she must be on the same page I am. After 
all, when else would a student turn up to their place of 
study so late at night. 


I hear the sound of footsteps in the corridor and my cock 
surges in my pants. I just know it’s her. As she peers her 
head around the corner, I stand. Every possessive bone in 
my body is desperate to just grab her and take her right 
here and now, but I need to be a gentleman. I want her to 
know that she’s safe with me. 


“Cora,” I growl. Her pretty round cheeks blush at the sight 
of me and I know she’s feeling the same connection I do. I 
move toward her and take her hand. 


“Let’s take a seat.” 


She lets me guide her to the same place we sat together 
earlier today at the front of the class. She eyes up the 
cheese plate I’ve made and the wine and blushes even 
more. 


“This is really nice. I’ve never had someone do something 
like this for me before.” 


“A beautiful woman like you deserves much more than what 
I’m offering tonight,” I growl. “I want to take you out for 
real, Cora. I just don’t want to get you into trouble.” 


She nods. “My Dad...he’s very protective of me. I’m sorry if 
he gave you a hard time before.” 


“T can handle him,” I say. “But I’m not going to let him stand 
in our way. I can understand his concerns, but I’ll never 
hurt you, Cora. All I want is to be good to you.” I lean in 
closer to her and my hand finds her waist. She gasps at the 
contact, but she doesn't flinch away. So close like this, our 
hearts racing, we can almost kid ourselves that we’re the 
only two people in the world. 


“Why me?” she whispers. 


“T can’t explain it. But the moment I saw you, I knew. You’re 
a beautiful woman and your intelligence is clear from a mile 
off...and I can’t deny the way my body reacted to you. 
You’ve changed me, Cora. I’ve never wanted a woman the 
way I want you. I don’t think there’s anyone like you in this 
world. I just knew when I saw you sitting in the front row of 
my class that you were meant to be mine. I want you...and 
I’m used to getting what I want.” 


“Even if there are obstacles?” Cora asks me, her eyes wide. 
“People are never going to let us just be. They’ll see the age 
gap between us...they’ll see that you’re supposed to be my 
superior...my teacher. We’re not supposed to be doing this.” 


“But rules are made to be broken,” I growl. “I don’t care 
how many I have to break to be with you. I’d sacrifice 
anything and everything to get a chance at being with you. 
If I lose this job, at least I’ll have you. If things don’t work 


out then at least I got my shot with you. That’s all I want, 
Cora...a shot at being your man.” 


She’s breathing hard, staring into my eyes. Her heavy 
breasts heaving as she takes in what I’ve said and I can’t 
take this tension anymore longer. With our bodies so close 
together, I can feel the urgency of how much I need her. I 
grab her face in my hands, a growl forming in the back of 
my throat. 
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“Dylan...” she breathes. It’s the last straw for me, hearing 
her say my name in that breathy voice. I can’t hold back for 
another second. Desire floods my body. 


I have to kiss her. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


( Ora 


His lips crash down against mine and we kiss hungrily for 
the first time. I’ve never been kissed in my life, but I know 
that it doesn’t get better than this. There’s so much heat 
between us, so much passion in the movement of our lips 
that I feel wetness flood between my legs. I want this so 
badly. I want him with every fiber of my being. 


His hands grab my curvy waist and pull me closer to him. 
He doesn’t seem to mind that my hips are wide and that I’m 
not stick thin. In fact, as I hear the growl coming from his 
throat, it occurs to me that my body turns him on. A lot. 


I find myself straddling his lap, our mouths moving against 
one another’s heatedly. It feels so good to finally be doing 
this. I might’ve only known Dylan a day, but I’ve been 
waiting a lifetime for this moment. I never knew who it 
would be with, but now that it’s happening with him, I know 
that this moment only works with him involved. 


“God, I need you,” he growls against my lips as his hands 
venture to cup my breasts through my top. I moan. My core 


is pressed against his crotch and I can feel how big and 
hard he is, even though my panties and his trousers. My 
skirt fans over the top of us, allowing me to get closer to 
him. I grind myself against his cock and he groans, 
continuing to fondle my breasts. 


“Cora” he moans. He grabs the hem of my shirt and brings 
it over the top of my head, tossing it aside. Within seconds, 
his fingers are nimbly unhooking my bra and pulling it away 
from my body. My stomach twists with excitement and 
anxiety. No man has ever seen me without my clothes on, 
but I want him to be the first one and only man to see me 
like this. It makes me feel vulnerable but in the best 
possible way. 


He growls as my breasts are bared for him to see. He 
caresses them again, kissing my neck hungrily. I continue to 
grind against him, my arms wrapped around his neck. I 
must be doing something right because every movement of 
my body seems to drive him wilder. He’s like a caged animal 
who has just escaped and is filling his every inhibition. 


“You little minx,” he growls. “The things I’m going to do to 
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you. 


I gasp in shock at the pleasure that rushes through me. I 
can’t even imagine the heights he’s going to take me to. I 
want him so badly that my center is throbbing along with 
my heartbeat. When he captures my nipple in his teeth and 
his hand ventures under my skirt to touch me, I cry out in 
pleasure, knowing he’s about to give me everything I need 
and crave. 


His fingers expertly find my clit and he begins to circle his 
finger there through my panties. I moan in delight, rubbing 
myself up against his hand. I want to touch him too, but 
since I’m still straddling him, I can’t really do much now. As 
his mouth moves from my nipple back up to my mouth, his 


lips swallow up my moans. It’s so hot that I feel weak in the 
knees. 


The way he touches me between my legs takes me to 
another level, though. This feeling is so intense that I feel 
dizzy with desire. He seems to know exactly how to do this. 
I wonder how many other women he’s made feel this 
way...like they’re the most special woman on Earth. But I 
don’t care. Because he’s chosen me. Tonight, I belong to 
him and he belongs to me. 


I squeak as he picks me up in his arms and carries me 
across the room, kissing me hard. I don’t know what he 
intends to do, but I trust him. If it leads to even more 
pleasure, I can’t complain one bit. 


He lays me down on an empty desk in the corner of the 
room and yanks my panties down my legs. My heart leaps in 
shock. I feel completely exposed, but my body belongs to 
him now. I want him to have it all. I want him to touch me, 
taste me, fuck me. I want him to never be denied anything 
he wants when it comes to me. He stands at the edge of the 
desk, growling as he begins to unbuttons his shirt, 
revealing to me his hard, defined chest. Leaving his shirt 
hanging open, he moves toward me, his face determined. 


“Let me see you,” he growls. “Let me see that sopping wet 
pussy.” 


My legs are shaking as I part them and hitch my skirt up to 
my waist, revealing myself to him fully. His hungry growl 
tells me that he’s found exactly what he’s looking for. He 
looks deep into my eyes and slides two fingers inside me, 
making me gasp. 


“This pussy is mine,” he growls. “Your body is mine. 
Everything you have belongs to me now. I’m going to give 


you everything, Cora. I’m going to show you the pleasure 
that no other man deserves to show you.” 


I believe him. I believe every word. Because as his fingers 
begin to pound inside me, I gasp loudly, pleasure washing 
over me. He knows just how to touch me, just how to get me 
worked up to the point of no return. With him inside me, I 
feel more alive than I ever have before. 


I’m in heaven. 


Dylan 


Seeing Cora writhe under my touch on the desk is the 
hottest fucking thing I’ve ever witnessed. As she wriggles 
closer to me, her silvery hair splayed across the table 
haphazardly, her breasts bounce. She looks like a woman 
coming undone, a slave to my touch. I know that I’m the 
only one that can make her feel this good the same way 
she’s the only woman that can get me all worked up like 
this. She hasn’t even touched my cock and it’s been rock 
hard this whole time, ready for the moment she finally 
pleasures me. But this night isn’t about me or what I want. 
All I care about is showing her pleasure. All I care about is 
seeing her come for me. 


Her pussy is deliciously wet as my fingers plunge in and out 
of her. I lift my fingers briefly to my mouth so I can taste 
her, growling as her delicious taste coats my tongue. Then 
my fingers dive back inside her, making her moan loudly. 
It’s possible that there are others working late at the 
university...we could be caught at any time. The door is 
unlocked and anyone could hear her moans, but I don’t 
care. I want the world to know that we are meant to be, 
that she is mine. I want them to know how good we make 


one another feel. As I take her closer and closer to her 
edge, I know that we’re a perfect match. 


I move around the side of the desk so I can suck on her 
nipple as I continue to pleasure her with my fingers. She 
pants, arching her back so that she’s even closer to me. My 
fingers delve deeper inside her, earning deeper moans from 
her. 


I can tell she’s close to her first orgasm, but we’ve got all 
night. I intend to make her come over and over and over 
again. As she cries out and bucks against my hand, I growl 
in delight, kissing her hard. I’m ready for a second round, 
but she sits up and slides off the table, coming closer to me. 


“Pm not done with you,” I growl, my fingers diving back 
between her legs. She moans, but she begins to sink down 
to her knees. 


“And I haven’t even started with you,” she purrs, looking up 
at me with her beautiful cat green eyes. The comment 
making my cock ache, desperate for her touch. As much as I 
want tonight to be about her, my body is also crying out for 
the wetness of her mouth around my rod, or her hand 
pleasuring me. As she undoes my belt, my hands tangle in 
her soft curls and I groan. I need her. She’s irresistible. 
How can I say no when she’s offering herself up so 
insistently? 


There will be more time to pleasure her later. Maybe I'll 
even get to take her hard and long. But now she’s released 
my cock from my pants and she’s holding it in her hands 
and I know that she’s going to make me come. I’m going to 
shoot my hot load right down her throat and watch her 
swallow every drop. She looks at my length in shock, licking 
her lips in anticipation. 


“You’re so big,” she gasps, even as she’s sliding my shaft 
along her tongue and into her willing mouth. She takes me 
like a pro, even when she’s got the face of an angel. I have 
to wonder if she’s done this before, but what matters is that 
she’s doing with me. I growl, gripping her hair as she 
begins to suck me off. 


As her head bobs, it feels better than anything I’ve ever 
experienced. Her lusciously wet mouth around my cock 
feels so amazing that I can’t even begin to think about how 
good it’ll feel to be inside her tight, wet heat. But we’ve got 
plenty of time for that. I enjoy the moment, watching her 
work away on my cock. Her hands join her mouth in 
pleasuring me, both of them working in unison so well that I 
almost blow my load right away. I have to pull back for a 
moment to compose myself so that I don’t erupt like a 
volcano. 


But I know I won’t last long. How can I when her perfect, 
wet lips are pleasuring me? How can I when I watch my 
dream woman on her knees in front of me, giving me 
everything I’ve waited forty years for? I’ve never had a 
woman before, but with her, it’s all so natural. I don’t need 
experience. My body knows exactly what to do when faced 
with hers...and right now, I have to shoot my load. 


I grunt as I spill myself right down the back of her throat. 
She dutifully swallows, her green eyes fixated on mine as 
she takes in every last drop. Then, her tongue laps up 
what’s left, licking my shaft clean. We stare at one another 
fora moment, completely taken in by the moment. 


“Was that good for you?” she asks me. I growl and pick her 
up off the ground, holding her to me. Her legs wrap around 
me instinctively as I kiss her. 


“You were amazing,” I growl. “Now...let me give you 
something more...” 


It’s been hours since we started. We haven’t had sex yet, 
but I’m happy to wait when we’ve got all this time just to 
explore one another. Now, we're lying in one another’s arms 
on the floor of the classroom. The memory of me finger 
fucking her up against the lectern is going to be one that’s 
hard to shake in time for tomorrow’s class. 


I can still taste her on my lips. I can smell her enticing scent 
on my skin. I can feel her sexy body pressed up against 
mine. This whole thing is my idea of heaven. She sighs as 
she cuddles in closer to me. I sense that she’s tired, but 
when she feels my cock pressing against her core, I see her 
eyes light up. She wants this, she wants me. 


“You want to?” she whispers, and I growl. 


“I’ve wanted you since the moment I laid eyes on you. I 
want to fuck you and fill you with my seed. I want to feel 
your tightness wrapped around my cock. Give me your body 
Cora, give me everything.” 


She kisses me in response and I know she wants this. But 
then she freezes as my cock presses against her entrance. 
She gasps and checks her watch. Suddenly, she’s on her 
feet, pulling on her clothes. I sit up in shock, wondering 
what the hell is happening. 


“Cora, what’s wrong?” 


“Tt’s nearly midnight!” she cries out in shock. “I’m supposed 
to be home, that’s my curfew. I’m sorry, I have to go.” 


“Cora, stay, we’re not done.” 


“T want to,” she says hurriedly. “But if I don’t go now, my 
Dad will know something’s wrong. He might never let me 
out again and I can’t have him keep me from you.” She gets 


back down on her knees and gives me a fleeting kiss. “I’m 
sorry...but I have to. I’ll see you soon.” 


Before I can protest, she’s up and out the door, like 
Cinderella running from the ball. I could run after her, grab 
her, take her home with me, my cock is still throbbing, 
desperate to finish what we started. I’m already dreaming 
of having my cock buried deep inside her. But if I have to 
wait a little longer to claim my prize, then it’s worth it. 
She’s worth it. 


The moment I enter her for the first time is worth waiting 
for. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


( Ora 


Returning to class after the way things went feels strange. 
After all of that kissing and touching and exploring of one 
another, I just ran like my life depended on it. But I had to 
get home before I pissed off my Dad. I’m not a Daddy’s girl, 
but the second I step out of line, he’s going to reduce my 
privileges and I won’t be able to see Dylan at all. 


He must think that it’s ridiculous that my father still has this 
much influence over me. I know it’s not exactly normal for a 
grown adult like me to still be under my father’s thumb at 
the age of twenty-one, but he’s still the head of the 
household. Since Mom died it’s just been me and him so I 
totally understand why he’s so protective of me. I’ve never 
minded up until now, but I get the feeling that his attitude is 
going to stand in my way, and I can’t have that. 


As I head into class, Dylan hasn’t arrived yet, but Penny is 
waiting for us in our usual spot. Her eyes widen when she 
spots me and she ushers me over. 


“Hey! What happened? First, you get held back by the hot 
new professor, and then I don’t hear a peep from you for 
the rest of the day. Then I get a message from your Dad, 
asking if you were hanging out with me. I said yes to cover 
your back, but I know you were up to something. What’s 
going on?” 


I had no plans to tell her what happened last night, but I 
guess I owe her an explanation after she covered for me. I 
sigh, running a hand through my hair uncomfortably. 


“Dylan and I...we met up last night,” I whisper. Her eyes 
widen. 


“What?” 


I shrug. “We have a connection that we can’t deny. I’m sorry 
I didn’t tell you, but I thought it best to keep this a secret.” 


“This is huge! You’re dating our professor!” 


“Shh!” I say desperately, glancing around me to make sure 
no one overheard her. I sigh in relief when I realize no one 
is paying us any attention. I look back at Penny. 


“We have to be so careful...if my Dad finds out about this, 
he’ll kill me. He could fire Dylan.” 


“Then doesn’t that tell you that what you’re doing is 
wrong?” 


“So what if he’s a bit older than us?” 


“He’s double your age, Cora. And it’s not even about the 
age gap. It’s the fact that he’s in a position of power over 
you.” 


He certainly was last night, but why does that have to be 
seen as a bad thing? Am I not allowed the option to submit 
to a man? Especially one as sexy as Dylan. He has 


everything I’m looking for in a man. He’s intelligent and 
thoughtful, but also domineering and sexually charged. 
Every time I think of the things he did to me last night, I 
feel a tingle down in my center. He showed me pleasure like 
I’ve never known before. So why is it so bad that I want to 
indulge in my relationship with him? 


“Look, I’m an adult. I can make these decisions for myself,” 
I say, crossing my arms. Dylan chooses the perfect time to 
show up and from the moment he enters the room, his dark 
eyes are fixated on me. I wonder if he’s angry that I left last 
night, but he doesn’t seem to be. He just seems like he can’t 
take his eyes off me. 
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“God, he’s so intense,” Penny says a little dreamily. She 
leans in closer to my ear. “I don’t exactly know what’s going 
on but you know TIl always support you. Just be careful...I 
hope you know what you're doing.” 


In one conversation, Penny has managed to make me feel 
like some immature teenager who is falling in love for the 
first time. I know that maybe my actions seem irrational to 
her, but she doesn’t understand the connection that Dylan 
and I have. As I look up and he begins his lecture, I realize 
that he’s still watching me and me alone. 


“Pride and Prejudice...a story of true love,” he begins. “An 
unconventional love, perhaps. One that starts out as 
turbulent. But at the heart of this story is a timeless 
romance. There weren’t fireworks at the start of their 
relationship and they had other options right from the start, 
and no one would have suspected that they were meant to 
be. And yet...sometimes it’s the unlikeliest of loves that go 
the distance...” 


Penny nudges my arm and Dylan looks right at me once 
again. I blush. Everything he says feels aimed at me. Is he 
telling me that no matter what people think, we can make 


this work? Is he letting me know that he’s going to fight for 
this? 


I can only pray that’s his intention. 


Dylan 


Seeing her in class today and knowing I couldn’t go to her, 
speak to her or touch her was torture. All I wanted was to 
rip her clothes off and finish what we started last night. 
Now, as I’m finishing up the lecture, I’m looking for excuses 
to ask her to stay behind, but I know I can’t do that again 
with arousing suspicion from the other students. The last 
thing I want is for us to get caught. Her friend who always 
sits with her was already watching me suspiciously. I could 
feel her glaring at me the whole lecture, even though I 
could barely tear my eyes away from Cora the whole time. 


I wait until all of the students have left before I allow myself 
to relax a little. My muscles are tense with the need that’s 
taking over my body. My cock is hard once again, desperate 
to be tended to by her. After she sucked me off yesterday, I 
felt relief for a while, but now I need her for real. I need to 
know how it will feel to fuck her senseless. I need to possess 
her body, to feel her writhing beneath me as I give her 
pleasure like she’s never experienced before. It’ll be my 
first time, but I’ll know exactly what to do when her body is 
mine for the taking in front of me. Ill know exactly how to 
move to make her come, to make her cry out my name, to 
make her mine and fill her with my seed. I’m going to breed 
her and tie her to me for the rest of eternity. 


But there’s just one problem. Her father. He’s always going 
to find some way to get in our way. He’ll never approve of us 
dating, let alone starting a family together and living out 
the rest of our years in each other’s arms. She’s mine now 


and I’m not letting her go for anything. If he tries to stop 
me, I won’t hesitate to use force to get him out of the way. I 
know Cora would hate for the two of us to fight, but if that’s 
what it comes down to, then I’ll have to. She’s awoken a 
possessive beast inside me, and I’m willing to do whatever it 
takes to make her mine. Before I met her, I never felt so 
protective, so possessive, but she’s changed me in such a 
short amount of time. That’s how I know I have to fight for 
her. For us. 


I hear someone approaching the lecture room and my 
muscles tense up once again. I have a feeling it’s not one of 
my students. When I turn around, I find Dean standing 
behind me, watching me with anger in his eyes. He can’t 
possibly know about what happened last night...if he did, he 
would be starting a fight right now. Still, I’m not particularly 
interested in spending another second in his presence. 


“Can I help you?” I say. He folds his arms across his chest. 
“Are you settling in?” 


“Yes,” I say bluntly. Whatever the reason he’s here, I don’t 
need this conversation to last longer then it has to. I just 
want it over. 


“Well...you won’t know this because you’re new, but at the 
start of each semester, I like to host a party at my home for 
all of the professors,” he says. He looks like he’s angry to 
even be mentioning it to me. I guess he was hoping he 
wouldn’t have to invite me. 


“When is it?” 
“Tonight.” 


I scoff to myself. “It’s a bit short notice.” 


“Well, if you have other plans, then you don’t need to come. 
I’m sure you won’t miss much,” he says coldly. I want to 
laugh in his face. It’s so clear that he doesn’t want me to 
come that I know I have to be there. Besides, if it’s at his 
home then Cora is going to be there, maybe IIl even get to 
see her sexy curvaceous body in a cocktail dress... 


“TIl be there,” I say through gritted teeth. “What time? 
Address? Dress code?” 


“T’ll email you the details,” the Dean says cooly. I think he 
must have assumed that if he asked me to go I wouldn’t 
want to come, especially after the way he’s treated me. But 
I know I won’t miss this party for anything. He steps closer 
to me, clearly trying to intimidate me...and failing. 


“One thing,” he hisses. “Stay away from my daughter this 
evening. It’s a little inappropriate for you to mingle with 
one of your students, after all.” 


“Did you say the same thing to the other professors?” I 
growl. The Dean squares up to me and my muscles tense 
up, ready for a fight if it comes to that, but the Dean 
restrains himself, stepping back. 


“I didn’t need to, they wouldn’t dream of trying anything 
with Cora,” he snaps. He gives himself a moment to take a 
calming breath and then straightens his suit jacket. “Pl see 
you later at the party. And one more thing...” He glares 
straight at me. “Any sign of trouble tonight and I won’t 
hesitate to fire you.” 


He expects the comment to shock me, but it doesn’t phase 
me one bit. In fact, I was expecting it. I know that he’ll do 
anything to make sure I don’t interfere with Cora, but what 
he doesn’t realize is that I’d do anything for her. If it means 
risking my job, so be it. I have to have her. I have to explore 
her body again, taste her, hold her, fuck her. What I have 


with Cora isn’t just a night thing, and I’m already craving 
what we did again. The Dean isn’t going to be able to stop 
me from going after what I want, what I need. 


Tonight, I’m going to take her. 


Make her mine. 


CHAPTER SIX 


( Ora 


Dad’s parties are always tedious, but I always go along with 
them to support him because I know how much they mean 
to him. I know I’m likely going to spend the evening 
listening to his friends tell me how much I’ve flourished 
during my last three years of study, or ask me how I like my 
new professor. Well, I have no idea what Ill say to them 
tonight because I can’t exactly tell them that I’m falling 
head over heels for Dylan Harker. 


Still, I make an effort. I have to look nice so that the guests 
don’t think I don’t care. I slip into a black cocktail dress that 
shows off my curves and coat my lips in red lipstick. My 
heels are high and there’s a slit up the side of my dress that 
shows some leg. This night might be boring as hell, but it 
doesn’t mean that my outfit has to be. 


I run a hand up the leg where the slit in the material runs. I 
wish that Dylan could see me like this. I know he’d want me 
if he saw me looking this good. Since last night I’ve been 
obsessing over him, wondering how I can capture his 
attention again. After class, I hoped he might email me 


again and get me out of this tedious party for the evening. 
But I haven’t heard from him at all. 


Still, the show must go on. As I’m admiring myself in the 
mirror, my Dad appears at my door, looking at me with a 
frown set on his face. 


“You look nice.” 


“Then why are you looking at me like I’ve just done 
something offensive?” 


“I just want to make sure you’re not dressing up for 
someone in particular.” 


I roll my eyes. “For one of your stuffy old professor friends? 
I don’t think so.” 


“Even if Mr. Harker is coming?” 


My heart stops. It didn’t even occur to me that he’d be 
invited. I didn’t think my Dad would be willing to have him 
in his home. I try and keep my voice level and my face 
straight as I continue to primp. 


“You invited him?” I ask casually. My father sighs. 


“Of course I did, he’s a member of the faculty. In fact, he’s 
the only new member so he can use this evening to get to 
know the other professors.” 


If I know Dylan like I think I do, he won’t be using tonight to 
talk to some boring old professors. I can already imagine 
the moment our eyes meet across the room and he comes 
to me. We'll be drawn together like magnets. We’ll flirt, 
we'll move in close and we'll find a way to get some time 
alone... 


But how are we supposed to do that without my Dad 
noticing? 


“Well it was good of you to invite him, Dad,” I say as I finish 
fixing myself up. I admire myself in the mirror once again. 
Now Dylan will actually get to see me in this dress. A thrill 
rushes through my body at the thought, making me shiver 
noticeably. 


“Cold?” my father asks suspiciously. I shrug it off. 
“A little.” 


“Maybe you should cover up a little then. That dress is very 
revealing.” 


tt Dad! n 


“T’m sorry, darling. I don’t want to police what you wear. 
But you know that men are always looking at women in a 
suggestive manner. I just don’t want you giving anyone a 
reason to approach you.” 


“Why, are you worried your friends are going to check me 
out?” I snap. I never get short with my Dad like this, but 
he’s pushing all of my buttons. I know exactly what he’s 
implying, but he’s too afraid to say it aloud. 


“T just want what’s best for you, Cora. I always have and I 
always will. I don’t know what’s been going on with you 
these past few days, but I know something is off. Please just 
be careful, okay? Don’t let any man think that they own 
you.” 

But Dylan does own me. Heart, body, and soul. He can 
literally have all of me, and not because he demands it. But 
because I want to belong to him. Is it so bad that I want to 
matter that much to someone? 


The doorbell rings downstairs. It must be Dad’s first guest. 
He sighs, glancing up at me again. 


“Just think about what I said, Cora. This is serious. Don’t 
just throw yourself away for some man you don’t even 
know.” 


He leaves now and I shake my head to myself. He doesn’t 
understand. He never will. He doesn’t have what Dylan and 
I have. He doesn’t understand the concept of knowing the 
second you meet someone that they are the person you 
want to spend the rest of your life with. Maybe I’m crazy. 
Maybe I’m young and foolish and I’m going to fall flat on my 
face trying to make this work, but I have to at least try. I’d 
never forgive myself if I let this thing with Dylan go without 
a fight. 


I stay upstairs for a little while as the guests flood in. When 
I head down to the party, I want to be ready to face Dylan 
again because I know for a fact that the next time I see him, 
we’re not going to be able to hold ourselves back. I’ve got 
this feeling in the pit of my stomach...tonight is the night. 


Tonight is the night I lose my virginity to the man of my 
dreams. 


When I head down the stairs, the house is busy already. 
There are people everywhere. The wine is flowing and 
music fills the air. As I come down the stairs, I feel eyes on 
me right away and turn to see my Dad keeping a close eye 
on me. I sigh. It’s going to be hard to keep out of his 
eyesight all night. 


And it’s not his eyes I want on me. I want to feel Dylan’s 
sexy dark eyes on me. I know when he looks at me, Tl feel 
it, as physically as if he were actually touching my skin. 


I get myself a glass of wine and wait on the fringes of the 
party, hoping no one other than Dylan will come and speak 
to me. And then, I feel my skin heating up. A shiver runs up 


my spine and my center goes wet. And I know that it’s his 
eyes on my body now. 


Our eyes meet across the room. Dylan’s dark eyes eat up 
my body hungrily. I take a deep breath, trying to control 
myself. 


He crosses the room toward me. 


Dylan 


It’s all I can do to stop myself from running to her and 
kissing her hard in a room full of people. My heart leaps in 
my chest at the sight of her in that sexy dress. No other 
woman could pull it off the way she does. Her white-blonde 
hair falls in waves over her shoulders, resting atop her 
gorgeous breasts. I can see her nipples standing at 
attention through the fabric of her dress. She looks so 
damn sexy that I just want to take her right this second. 


But all in good time. 


I reach her and our eyes meet. I hear her exhale. She’s 
trembling a little and I like it. I want to have this kind of 
effect on her forever. 


“That dress was made for you,” I growl, touching her waist 
even though we’re in a room full of people. No one is 
watching. I lean in closer to her ear. “Is it a crime that all I 
want to do is rip it off?” 


Her pretty pale cheeks flush and I smirk. One word from me 
can set her off. One graze of my skin on hers can make her 
shudder in delight. I wonder how her body will respond 
when I have her under me, my cock buried deep inside her 
and my lips exploring every inch of her sexy skin... 


“You should know my Dad is going to be keeping an eye on 
us all night,” Cora whispers. I look up and see him glaring 
at me from across the room. I turn back to Cora. 


“Then let's go somewhere he won’t find us,” I say. My eyes 
keep moving to the dip in her dress that reveals her 
cleavage and I desperately want to release her breasts and 
cup them in my hands. I want to run my tongue over her 
erect nipples and hear her moan in response, but I have to 
get her alone first. 


“Meet me upstairs in fifteen minutes,” Cora whispers. 
“Mingle for a while. Make it look like we’re not being drawn 
to one another like magnets. Then we can be alone without 
raising suspicion.” 


“I don’t know if I can wait fifteen minutes to have you 
again,” I growl in her ear. Her breath catches in her throat. 
My cock is so hard it hurts, I’m desperate to be inside her. 


“If you can wait,” she breathes, “Then you can have me any 
way you want. I promise...the wait will be worth it.” 


The comment is almost too much for me to handle. I need 
her body. I want to fuck her so hard that she screams my 
name. I want her so badly that I would do it right here and 
now and face the consequences. I feel like an animal, 
oblivious to the rules of society and desperate to give in to 
my carnal needs. But fifteen more minutes and her pussy is 
mine. I won’t have to imagine how it’ll feel to be deep inside 
her. So I nod. 


“Okay. I’ll meet you up there.” 


She leaves me with one last glance and I watch her ass 
sway as she walks away. It only makes me want her more. It 
makes me want to grab her and turn her back toward me 
for a heated kiss. It makes me want to bend her over and 


slam into her from behind so I get an even better view of 
that perfect ass. I sigh and check my watch. Just fourteen 
minutes and I get to have her. 


I keep catching glimpses of her as she weaves through the 
crowd, pleasantly speaking with the professors and being a 
perfect host. I try to engage in conversation with my co- 
workers, but all I can think of is her. So when she 
disappears from the room and I see that there are only five 
minutes left to survive without her, I excuse myself to grab 
another glass of wine. While I sip it, I catch the Dean 
watching me once again, but I don’t care anymore. Nothing 
on this Earth can stop me from having Cora now, not even 
her father... 


By the time I walk to the stairs, my muscles are so tense 
with anticipation, and my cock throbs. I’ve never had to 
wait this long in my life for something that I want. I usually 
get everything I set my mind to right away, but this will be 
worth the wait, I know it. I’d wait a million years for her if I 
had to. Just knowing that she’s the prize for suffering alone 
all this time makes it worth it. 


I don’t know where her bedroom is, and yet I’m drawn to 
the end of the corridor. It’s like we’re two magnets and our 
pull is guiding me to her. When I open the last door at the 
end of the hall she’s waiting for me, standing in her black 
dress like some temptress. But I don’t have to hold back 
anymore. 


I grab her by the waist and she gasps at my urgency, but 
I’m not willing to wait another second. My lips crash into 
hers and she wraps her arms around my neck desperately. 


This is happening. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


( ora 


His lips on mine feel like heaven. His hands slide down my 
back to my ass and he pulls me into him. I can feel how hard 
he is through his pants and I know that this is it. Tonight, 
I’m going to lose my virginity to him. Up here, hidden away 
from the guests at the party, we’re in our own little world. 


“We have to be quiet,” I gasp against his lips as he presses 
closer to me. “We don’t want anyone overhearing us...” 


“I can’t promise anything,” Dylan growls in my ear. “You’ve 
woken up a beast inside me, Cora. I can’t help if it gets 
loose.” 


I moan as he kisses me again, his hand venturing between 
my legs to feel how wet I am for him. 


“T want to taste you,” he growls, pushing me toward the bed 
and lying me down. He hitches my dress up urgently, too 
desperate for me to bother taking my clothes off. As soon as 
my dress is around my hips he parts my legs and yanks my 
panties down, exposing me to him. I don’t even have time to 


feel nervous because he’s already growling, admiring my 
pussy, and moving in to kiss my folds. 


Even though we explored a lot last night, tonight feels 
different. It feels like nothing can stop us now. We both 
want this so badly. My legs are trembling as his tongue runs 
over my slit which is coated with my juices. He hooks my 
legs over his shoulders as he kneels at the foot of the bed 
and buries his face in my core, groaning with pleasure as he 
tastes me further. 


I’m breathing hard as he pleasures me. His expert tongue 
on my clit feels like magic. He knows exactly how to touch 
me. Instinctively, I clamp my thighs around his face, locking 
him in place. I know I’m a big girl and that he’s probably 
suffocating in my tight grip, but he doesn’t complain. In 
fact, it seems to spur him on. His sexy gaze meets my eyes 
as he licks me, his strong arms gripping my legs and 
holding me close. We’re both locked in this passionate 
embrace and I’m not complaining one bit. 


“You taste amazing,” he groans between my legs. I whimper 
as he storks my nub with his tongue again. He knows just 
how to make me feel like the sexiest woman in the world. I 
might be new to this, but I’m so comfortable with him. I’d 
never do this with anyone else. He’s the only man TIl ever 
let touch me like this. 


I can feel myself edging toward my orgasm. Breathing hard, 
I know I’m being too loud, but I can’t help myself. He just 
drives me crazy. As I reach my first orgasm, I cry out and 
buck against his face. He growls between my legs, not 
letting up for even a second. His tongue is still flickering 
back and forth, teasing my clit and coaxing me closer and 
closer to another orgasm even as the first one is coming 
over me like a tidal wave. My breasts heave as I gasp for air, 
driven wild by his touch. 


“Dylan...” I breathe. 


“I don’t want to stop until you’ve come over and over 
again,” he growls. “I want to send you straight over the 
edge. I want you weak so in the knees, you won’t be able to 
walk by the time I’m done with you.” 


The dirty talk is too much for me. As his tongue strokes my 
clit once again, my second orgasm overwhelms me with a 
cry from my lips. I’m dizzy with pleasure, but he’s still not 
done with me. He grabs my hips and flips me onto my front, 
pulling me onto all fours with his strong hands. With my ass 
raised in the air for him, baiting him, he dives back in. He 
gently spanks my ass and then his mouth is back on my 
pussy, eating me out from behind. His hands reach around 
to grab my breasts, fondling my nipples as he licks me. I’m 
so turned on that my legs begin to shake. He said that’s 
what he wanted from me, and now he’s got it. I’m 
completely at his mercy. 


“You think you can take much more, baby?” he growls. He 
spanks my ass again and I moan in delight. 


“I'm going to come again.” 


It only takes a few more moments. His mouth on my pussy is 
just too much to handle. As my third orgasm takes over me, 
I feel ready to collapse. I fall forward onto the bed, my legs 
quivering as I gasp for air. I’ve never felt something so 
intense in my life. When he flips be onto my back, I’m so wet 
between my legs that I feel like it’s flooding out of me. 
Dylan’s presence is so domineering as he climbs over the 
top of me. His lips are glistening with my juices and it’s 
making me feel ready to come all over again. 


“You think I’m done with you?” he growls seductively. “Not 
even close, Cora. I’m going to take you now. Open your legs 


for me, baby. I want to see you give yourself up to me 
entirely.” 


I want nothing more than to do as he’s asking of me. As far 
as I’m concerned, I’m already at his mercy. But there’s one 
thing he doesn’t know yet. One thing that I need to tell him 
before we take this all the way. 


I watch as he stands and drops his pants and tugs off his 
shirt. He stands naked before me, his huge throbbing 
member ready to enter me for the first time. I crave him so 
badly that I’m shaking. But I have to be honest with him. I 
don’t want to go into this without him knowing. 


“Dylan...there’s something you should know about me...” 


“T know everything I need to know,” he growls. “I want you, 
Cora. More than anything in the world.” 


“But you might change your mind when I tell you this,” I 
murmur. I take a shaky breath. “I’m sorry I kept this from 
you. But...I’m a virgin. This is my first time.” 


Dylan 


I stop where I am. Did I just hear her right? There’s 
absolutely no chance that I did...ssurely a woman as 
beautiful as her isn’t a virgin? Surely some man has tried to 
snatch her up before? 


“You're a virgin?” 


Her expression is pained. “Dylan, I hope you don’t think I’m 
immature. I’ve just been waiting for the right man. And I 
want that man to be you. Please don’t be angry.” 


“Angry?” I growl. “I’ve never been fucking happier. To know 
that no other man has ever touched you like this. To know 


you’re all mine and always will be...that’s hottest thing I’ve 
ever heard, Cora.” 


Her eyes widen. “It is?” 


“Yes,” I growl, moving closer to her again. I tilt her chin up 
to look at me. “I’ve never been so fucking turned on in my 
life. And now, I’m going to take your virginity. I’m going to 
make it the best experience of your entire life. I’m going to 
come deep inside you and finally get what we’ve both been 
waiting for. Don’t you worry about a thing, baby. I want you 
so much. Give yourself to me.” 


“I’m yours,” she whispers and then her lips crash against 
mine. I grab the hem of her dress and tug it over her head 
and then we’re kissing again, both of us naked at last. All I 
want is for our bodies to join together and become one. I 
want to feel the wetness of her pussy around my cock. I 
want to take her hard and deep. I position her on her back, 
my cock desperately pushing against her entrance. I’ve 
waited so long for this moment but I have to hold back, take 
it slow, I don’t want to hurt her. 


She gazes up at me with wonder in her eyes and I can’t 
take it. I have to have her. Make her mine. My hand finds 
her breast, caressing it as I push myself inside her slowly 
for the first time. I groan. It feels so good to be inside her 
that I almost come right there. But I want this moment to 
last. I want this to be a night to remember. 


She moans as I push a little deeper inside her. I’m worried 
about hurting her, but when she looks into my eyes and 
mouths ‘more’, I don’t hesitate to give it to her. I plunge 
deeper into her tight heat, growling as I kiss her neck and 
working myself into a rhythm. Moving inside her is the best 
thing I’ve ever experienced, especially when I can hear her 
moan with each thrust, her pleasure evident from the 
noises that escape her lips. 


“Dylan,” she moans and I move a little faster inside her. As 
more of my length disappears inside her, I know I won’t last 
long. She’s too damn sexy. Her curvaceous body beneath 
mine is begging to be explored, and I can’t get enough. I let 
my mouth trail over her neck and her breasts as I plow 
deep inside her, grunting as each thrust takes my pleasure 
up another notch. 


I never imagined it could be this good, but with the perfect 
woman giving herself up to me, I’m in heaven. Her breath is 
hot against my skin as my teeth graze her neck. 


“T want you to come for me,” I growl in her ear. “I want your 
body shaking at my touch.” 


“Oh God,” she breathes. “You feel so good. Can’t you feel 
how wet I am for you?” 


I can. She’s so deliciously wet that I slide in and out of her 
with ease, going deeper, faster, each time. Our fingers 
entwine and I pin her hands behind her head, looking down 
on her as I thrust inside her. I feel her heat clamp down on 
my cock and I watch her mouth form a perfect O shape as 
she cries out freely, her orgasm taking over her once more. 
The sight is enough to send me crashing over the edge. I 
jerk and come deep inside her pussy with a growl, kissing 
her hard as we finish in unison. 


I’ve died and gone to heaven. But her quivering body 
beneath me reminds me that we'’re alive. Still, inside her, I 
realize something very special has just happened. I know, 
somehow, impossibly, that she’s pregnant with my child. 


“Dylan,” she whispers, looking into my eyes. She knows it 
too. I cup her cheeks, looking deep into her eyes. I want her 
to know that this moment has just sealed our fate. 


“T love you,” I growl. “I’m always going to look after you. 
We’re going to make this work. The baby we just made, 
we’re going to raise it together and be a family. God damn, 
Cora, I love you more than anything on Earth.” 


“T love you too,” she breathes, and it feels like the most 
natural thing in the world. Just another sign that this is 
meant to be. I hold her close, breathing in her scent, and 
feeling her body pressed against mine. I’ll never forget this. 
The moment I took her virginity...the moment I made her 
mine... 


The moment we fell in love. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


( Ora 


The party is still in full swing downstairs, but I’m not 
interested in going back. Lying in bed with Dylan is the only 
way I want to spend this night and every night after. 


If someone had told me a week ago that I’d be lying naked 
in bed with my professor, I’d have told them they were 
crazy. But now as I snuggle into his chest and he kisses the 
top of my head, I know that this is exactly what I was 
missing in my life. I used to think I was happy. I’d go to 
classes every day, study hard for my degree, hang with my 
friends, and never break any of the many rules my Dad set 
out for me. Now, I’ve broken every rule in the book to be 
with Dylan, and it’s so freaking worth it. 


I can barely believe the things we’ve shared...the things 
he’s said to me...the way he’s made me feel. I can still feel 
how good it was to have him deep inside me. The moment 
when he came in me and bonded us forever with the baby 
growing inside me was so perfect. And that he’s told me he 
loves me, I feel like the happiest woman on Earth. 


“You’re quiet,” Dylan whispers in my ear. I sigh into his 
chest with a smile. 


“Pm just savoring the moment. I’m so happy, Dylan. 
Honestly, I’ve never been happier.” 


“Me neither. You’re like a dream come true, Cora,” Dylan 
says, kissing my neck. His lips against my skin feel so good 
and I moan. His hand runs up my thigh and delves into the 
wetness between my legs. Even after the intense pleasure 
he gave me, I crave more. I don’t think I’ll ever stop craving 
him. 


“T can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with you,” he says, 
his fingers circling my clit. “I can’t wait to wake up next to 
your sexy curvy body every single day and take you every 
night. I can’t wait for our future family. You’ve changed me, 
Cora, made me want more out of life.” 


He slides two fingers inside me and I gasp as he moves 
them in and out of me. His teeth grazing my neck. 


“Fuck, I want your body to always respond to me like this. I 
want you to always come for me, always give your body up 
to me entirely, always be ready to let me fuck you. Do you 
think you can do that for me, baby?” he growls. 


“I know I can,” I gasp as he edges me higher. He barely 
even has to touch me to work me into a frenzy. 


“No other man will ever have you. You’re mine. If any man 
ever tries, he’ll have hell to pay,” Dylan promises. “They 
might not understand but your body belongs to me. If they 
even think about touching you I will make sure they fucking 
regret it.” His fingers delve deeper inside me. 


The possessive way he talks turns me on even more. He’s 
willing to get his knuckles bloody for me, like the possessive 
alpha male he is. I’ve seen both sides to him now, knowing 


he can be gentle with me, and bring out this animal inside 
him to protect me, makes me want him even more. He’s the 
perfect man, and it just shows me more and more that 
there will never be another man who can compare to him. 


“You’re so wet for me,” Dylan snarls, his thumb circling my 
clit. I gasp out in pleasure. 


“No man will ever make me wet like you,” I moan. He 
growls in delight, kissing and biting my neck again. 


“That’s exactly what I want to hear, baby. You’re mine. All 
mine.” 


I’m so close to the edge that I grip the sheets and buck 
toward his hand. As my orgasm crashes over me, he holds 
my body close, trailing kisses down to my breasts, 
prolonging the moment as his teeth graze my sensitive 
nipple. I cry out, muffling the sound in his shoulder. As I’m 
coming down, he slides his fingers out of me and grabs my 
ass, pulling me even closer. I can feel his rock hard member 
poking at my entrance. 


“I’m going to do that to you every day for the rest of our 
lives. I’m going to make you come so hard you’re going to 
be weak in the knees night and day from the way I touch 
you,” he growls in my ear, nipping at my lobe with his teeth. 
I sigh as I come down from the high. 


“But how? How are we going to make this work? My Dad...” 


“TIl deal with him,” he murmurs. “Don’t worry, Cora. We’re 
going to be fine. It’s you and me against the world.” 


I so desperately want that to be true. I care about my Dad, 
but what I have with Dylan is something irreplaceable. I 
can’t give it up just because my Dad doesn’t approve. And 
when he eventually finds out, I'll just have to face the 
consequences. I kiss Dylan and he pulls me into him. His 


protective arms around me feel so good. I want him again, 
but I know that sense dictates that we get back to the party. 
I sigh. 


“We should go and show our faces before things get 
suspicious.” 


“Alright, but the second the party is over, I’m climbing back 
in through your window so we can finish what we just 
started,” Dylan growls. I giggle and our lips meet again. 


“T like the sound of that.” 


We get dressed, but it takes a long time when we both keep 
stopping to touch one another, to kiss, and to drive each 
other wild. By the time I finally have all of my clothes back 
on, Dylan is still half-dressed in just his trousers, his shirt 
hanging open as he pins me up against the wall. His hand 
moves back up my dress. 


“The party...” I breathe, but I’m not putting up a fight as his 
fingers run over my core once again. 


“Fuck the party,” Dylan growls. “I can’t get enough of you.” 


Our eyes meet and I feel a rush move through me as we kiss 
again. But as we do, the door bursts open and someone 
comes in. I gasp in shock when I see who it is. 


tt Dad?” 


Dylan 


The Dean stands in the doorway to Cora’s bedroom, his 
mouth hanging open. Even as the sounds of the party 
continues downstairs, the silence in the room feels heavy. I 
stand in front of Cora protectively. If there’s going to be a 


fight, I’m ready for it. I’m ready to do anything to keep her 
in my life. 


“Dad...you shouldn’t be here,” Cora says in horror, 
adjusting her dress. Her father looks so angry that I have 
no idea what he might be capable of. He clearly knows 
exactly what he’s just walked in on. 


“What did I tell you about staying away from my daughter?” 
he hisses, his voice low and quiet. Cora’s hand slips into 
mine and I stand my ground, glaring back at the Dean. 


“I couldn’t do that,” I growl. “Your daughter is too 
important to me. You’d understand that if you let us prove 
that what’s going on between me and Cora is real.” 


“Real? It’s sick. You’re supposed to be her teacher. You’re 
supposed to guide her in class, not guide her into bed,” he 
snarls. He turns to Cora. “And as for you, I can’t believe 
you’d entertain this. I thought you were smarter than this, 
Cora.” 


“You don’t understand,” Cora says. She’s shaking but holds 
her ground. “I’m in love with him, Dad. This isn’t some 
dumb fling. I know how it must seem to you, but we’re 
committed to one another. I’m sorry I had to lie to you 
about it, but you didn’t give me any choice.” 


Her father shakes his head at her. “All this time...all this 
time Cora, I’ve been trying to protect you. I’ve had to raise 
you alone, but I always thought that I did a good job...now 
I’m questioning that entirely.” 


“Why? Because she dared to fall in love? To give her 
emotions to someone who feels exactly the same?” I say. 
The Dean’s eyes meet mine, full of fire. 


“Because she’s claiming to be in love with someone she’s 
known for less than a week. Because she’s claiming to love 


someone twice her age...someone old enough to be her 
father! Because she’s fallen into a predatory trap set by her 
own teacher. Have you both lost your minds? I should 
report you, Dylan.” 


“No!” Cora cries out. “This relationship was a choice. Just 
because it’s not what you’d do it doesn’t make it less valid.” 


“He’s still your professor,” the Dean snaps. “It’s against 
university protocol for professors to have relationships with 
their students.” He glares at me. “ You’re fired.” 


“Don’t!” Cora cries, but I shake my head. 


“Tt’s fine,” I hiss. “The job doesn’t matter. So long as I have 
you, nothing else is important.” 


“If you think I’m letting you anywhere near Cora again, 
you’ve got another thing coming,” the Dean growls. Cora 
steps forward. 


“That’s not your choice,” she says quietly, but confidently. 
“Tt’s mine. I know you think you’re trying to protect me, but 
you’re doing the opposite. You’re pushing me away, taking 
away my free will. It’s not healthy, Dad. I’m going to 
continue to see Dylan. I don’t care what you say. It’s my life 
and I know how I feel. Don’t try and stand in my way.” 


“There is no way I’m letting this happen under my roof,” he 
snaps, turning on me. “In fact, get the hell out of here. I 
don’t ever want to see your face again.” 


He steps forward to shove me in the chest, but I grab him 
by the shirt before he can do anything. He has the sense to 
look scared as my urge to protect takes over and I throw 
him back against the wall. Cora cries out in horror as he 
recovers and tries to launch himself at me. I go into defense 
mode, but when he tries to punch me, I lose patience and 
slam my fist into his nose. I hear a crack and he yells out, 


collapsing into the wall. When he stands again, his nose is 
bloodied. He wipes his face in anger. 


“You broke my fucking nose!” 
“You started a fight you can’t finish,” I growl. 


“Get the hell out of my house!” He turns to Cora. “And 
you...make your choice. It’s me or him. It’s your family or a 
man you don’t even know.” 


Cora’s lip wobbles. “Dad, no...” 
“You have to choose. Make the right decision, Cora.” 


Cora’s brow furrows. “Dylan would never make me choose 
between the two of you. All we want is for you to accept this 
and let us move forward. If you can’t do that...if you’d 
rather let me go than let me be happy...then my choice is 
made.” She slips her hand back into mine. “I’m going with 
him.” 


An awful silence fills the room, and her father’s face turns 
dark. 


“T should have you expelled. You’re breaking every rule.” 


“Is that all you care about?” Cora says, tears in her eyes. 
“Fine. Do it. At least now I’ve seen your true colors.” 


She tugs my hand and we leave the room. Downstairs, the 
party has come to a halt and everyone is staring at us, but 
we push on through anyway. We walk out the door and get 
in my car and drive away. 


We don’t look back. 


CHAPTER NINE 


( ora 


Dylan drives us to his house on the other side of town. I 
spend the whole journey looking out of the window, 
swallowing back tears, and trying to convince myself that 
I’m fine. But I’m not. I know I made the right decision by 
coming with Dylan. He would never have asked me to leave 
my father behind to be with him, but it hurts knowing that 
my Dad wouldn’t even consider my feelings. He chose to be 
angry and unforgiving. He literally preferred to let me go 
than to see things from my point of view and kicked me out 
of my own home. How am I meant to survive this feeling? 
My own father rejected me. And now he’s all alone in that 
house, feeling bitter and lonely...yet somehow, I feel more 
sorry for him than I do for myself. 


At least I have the love of my life with me. At least I have the 
knowledge that his baby is growing inside me. I'll never be 
alone when I have Dylan. He reaches over and takes my 
hand, and I feel my lip quiver. His kindness to me is so much 
more overpowering than my father’s betrayal, but now I 
can’t stop the tears. 


When we reach his house, he carries me from the car and 
up to bed. He tucks me in and brings me a glass of water as 
the tears fall freely. By the time I’ve finished crying, my 
throat is raw and my head hurts. Dylan gets into bed beside 
me and pulls me into his arms. 


“I’m sorry that happened. You didn’t deserve to be treated 
that way by him.” 


“T just can’t believe how it panned out,” I sniff, snuggling 
into him. “I knew he’d be angry...but I thought he might be 
able to forgive me if he saw how happy I was. I really 
thought he might give us a chance, that my happiness 
would be more important to him. I really thought I knew 
him, but apparently not.” 


“Give him time,” Dylan says quietly in my ear, kissing my 
cheek. “He might come around. But if he doesn’t, I will 
always be here for you. He’s lucky to have you as a 
daughter. If he’s willing to let you go, then he’s crazy.” 


“I know,” I sniff. I turn around to face him. “I just want to 
thank you. For sticking up for me the way that you did. I 
kind of came apart back there.” 


“TIl always protect you,” Dylan growls. “You don’t need to 
worry. I’ll always have your back. You’re mine now and that 
means something to me. I’m never going to leave you out in 
the cold.” 


Tears prick my eyes again. “Do you think things will ever be 
okay with him again?” 


“If he has any sense, then yes,” Dylan murmurs in my ear. 
“He can’t just let you go so easily, baby. Besides...once I 
leave the university, he can’t use the excuse of me being 
your professor to break us apart, can he?” 


My face falls. “Dylan, he can’t fire you. He just can’t, it’s not 
fair.” 


“He can, actually. It’s against school policy to have a 
relationship with a student. If it had been any other 
student, the outcome probably would’ve been the same. 
Maybe the punishment was harsher because you’re the 
Dean’s daughter, but it doesn’t matter,” Dylan insists 
gruffly. 


“Of course it matters, it’s your job! Your way of life! If my 
Dad really has fired you, how will you find another job 
teaching?” 


“That’s not something for you to worry about, okay. I'll 
make things work. I always do. You just have to trust me, 
baby. I’m secure here. I own my home, I have money. I 
never spent much because I never had anyone to spoil, and 
now I have you and I can give you a life of luxury for years 
without needing to worry about money.” 


“T don’t care about a life of luxury. I don’t need it. All I need 
is you.” 


“Then you don’t need to worry, because you have me,” he 
growls. “You belong to me, Cora, but I belong to you too. 
You’ve stolen my heart. I thought I’d always be alone, but it 
was worth the long wait to find the one woman who can 
make me happy. Don’t think too much about what happened 
back at your Dad’s house, this is the only outcome I care 
about. Me and you.” 


I lean in to kiss him, feeling butterflies flutter in my 
stomach. I’ve never had someone care for me so deeply, so 
lovingly. He’s given me more in the past few days than 
anyone else ever has in all my twenty-one years. I know 
without a doubt that I don’t need to change a thing to be 
with Dylan. My Dad was always desperate to improve me, to 


make me be a certain way, but I can let go of all of those 
expectations now. I can live how I want to now, with the 
man I love. 


It feels unreal, lying here and kissing the man of my 
dreams. I waited so long for this. I watched all of my other 
friends find love or at least fleeting romance, and I 
wondered if I’d ever feel the way. But what I have with 
Dylan is even more special. We’re soulmates. This was 
written in the stars. 


This love is forever. 


Dylan 


I hate seeing Cora this upset. Even though we’ve spent our 
weekend getting to know one another, making love at all 
hours of the day, and sleeping late in one another’s arms, I 
can see how hurt she is that she’s been let down by her 
father. All I want to do is make everything better, but her 
stubborn father hasn’t answered any of my calls trying to 
make things right. Some men just won’t let the somethings 


go. 


But he won’t stop me from making Cora happy. She’s 
hurting now, but she’ll be okay. She knows she can rely on 
me to look after her and make her happy. I’m the one she 
can grow old with, raise a family with, laugh with, and 
discuss literature with even though I’m not going to be her 
professor anymore. I don’t care much about that anyway. 
Like I told her, the job was important to me once, but she 
matters to me so much more. I’ve had a long and good 
career. If it has to end here because of me being fired, then 
I’ll find some other way to fill my time. She’s the only thing I 
need to be happy and fulfilled, especially when she’s giving 
me amazing sex night and day. 


But this is about so much more than the sex. Our 
connection is deep and will withstand anything. Even 
though some will want to break us apart, we’ll stick 
together forever. And that’s why this morning I went out 
and bought a ring for her. With her early pregnancy test 
turning out positive and confirming our suspicions, we have 
a baby on the way. Our lives are entwined in a way no one 
can deny, and now, I want to commit the rest of my life to 
this beautiful curvy woman. The woman of my dreams. I 
want her to know that we belong to one another, body and 
soul. And I don’t want to wait for another second to call her 
my future wife. 


I planned a day full of activities and now she’s relaxing in a 
long bath while I cook our dinner. I’ve laid out a beautiful 
silk dress on the bed for her, knowing it will show off every 
curve of her sexy body. Then, as we eat together, Il tell her 
exactly why I want to spend the rest of my life with her. 


When she comes downstairs in her new dress, she takes my 
breath away. Her green eyes are less puffy than before and 
she’s wearing a little makeup, but not so much that it takes 
away from her natural beauty. The teal dress shows off her 
curves and makes my cock spring to life in my pants. She’s 
so incredible that I can barely believe she’s mine. If she 
says yes to my proposal, then I’m going to be the luckiest 
man on Earth. 


“Something smells good,” she says with a gentle smile. I 
gesture to the dining room table. 


“T made your favorite, risotto.” 


She blushes. “Dylan, you’ve gone to such an effort. What’s 
all this for?” 


“T just think you deserve it. Here, let me help you in to your 
chair.” 


I pull out her chair for her so that she can sit and start the 
meal. She can’t stop smiling as she tucks into the food. 


“Tt’s really good. I’m so lucky to have a man as thoughtful as 
you,” she says timidly. I take her hand in mine. 


“All I want is to dedicate my life to making you happy. You 
deserve the world, baby, and I plan to give it to you. I just 
want to show you that you made the right choice by coming 
with me.” 


“T already know that, Dylan. You don’t need to prove it to 
me,” Cora says softly, squeezing my hand. I want to kiss her 
so much right now, but I know where kissing always leads 
us. Right now, I just want her more than anything to know 
how I feel. I just want her to know that she’s making the 
right choice when she says yes to my proposal and I slide 
that diamond ring onto her pretty finger. 


“Cora. I’ve never seen a future with anyone before. I’ve had 
opportunities in my life to be with women, but I turned 
every single one of them down. I was waiting for someone 
special. I figured if they weren’t the one then what’s the 
point? And now I know that I’ve found that person in you. 
And I don’t want to wait for a second longer to start our 
future together. I know that I want a family with you. I know 
that I want to spend the rest of my life loving you and giving 
you everything I have. Which is why...” 


I reach in my pocket and bring out a small black velvet box. 
She gasps and I open the box so she can see the diamond 
ring. 


“You deserve nothing less than the best and I can give you 
that,” I growl. “So that’s why I wanted to ask you...will you 
marry me?” 


“Yes! Of course, I will,” she says without a moment’s 
hesitation. She leaps up out of her chair and I do too so I 
can catch her in my arms when she runs to me. I twirl her 
around the room, my strong arms holding her close to me. 
As we kiss I feel like the luckiest man in the world. I set her 
down on the floor long enough to slide the ring onto her 
finger and then we’re kissing desperately again. I feel the 
familiar surge that always happens when she’s around. I 
sweep her up easily in my arms and look deep into her eyes. 


“T love you so much,” I growl. 
“T love you too, Dylan.” 


I can’t tear my eyes away from her as I carry her upstairs, 
dinner forgotten completely. I need her body. I help her out 
of that silk dress to admire her beautiful naked body before 
me. I lay her down on the bed and take off my clothes while 
she watches breathlessly. I growl as I move over the top of 
her body. There’s no time for foreplay today, no need to take 
this slow. We both know exactly what we want. I slide inside 
her easily and hear the sweet sounds of her moans filling 
the air. 


All we want or need is each other. 


CHAPTER TEN 


AFEW DAYS LATER 


( Ora 


Dylan’s final lecture is today. I still can’t believe that my Dad 
went through and fired him, but there’s nothing I can do 
about it. His mind is made up and Dylan says he wants to go 
without another fight. I know if it was in any other situation 
he would fight, but he doesn’t want to upset me more than 
my Dad already has. Even with Dylan’s ring on my finger 
and his baby in my belly, it still hurts that my Dad pushed 
me away so easily. 


And the worst part is that I’ll have to face him today. He’s 
coming to Dylan’s final lecture to observe and make sure he 
doesn’t step out of line, I guess. The last thing I want is to 
be in the same room as him if he’s not going to even speak 
to me, but I want to be there to support Dylan at the 
university one last time. 


I stand in front of Dylan’s bedroom mirror, staring at myself 
and wondering how things got to be this way. Dylan comes 
up behind me and wraps his arms around my middle. 


“You okay, baby?” 


“I don’t know. 1...1 don’t want to see him. I don’t want to 
have to watch you leave the university. You don’t deserve it. 
You’re the best professor we’ve ever had. No one can 
replace you.” 


“Well then, it’s a good thing you’re not losing me, isn’t it?” 
he growls in my ear before kissing my cheek tenderly. “If 
the replacement professor is awful, IIll teach you everything 
you need to know.” 


I turn around to kiss him. “How did I get so lucky?” 


“T’m the lucky one,” he says. “Even if I had to lose my job to 
get you it was fucking worth it. I’d walk through hell for 
you, Cora. I hope you know that.” 


The thing is, I do. I thought it would be harder for me to 
accept that he loves me the way I am. I’ve always had male 
attention, but not always in a good way. I know my curves 
change things for me...men either fetishize me or condemn 
me for my weight. But not my Dylan. He just loves me in 
every possible way. I don’t have to try and convince myself 
of the way he feels because he shows me all the time. He’s 
proved to me that I’m special and now I feel much more 
confident in myself. 


“T’d walk through hell for you too, Dylan,” I tell him. He 
kisses the top of my head. 


“You already did, agreeing to come to class and face your 
father today, leaving home for me, but don’t worry. I’m 
never going to let anyone hurt you again. I’m always going 
to be around to look after you.” 


I kiss him once again. “I know. I believe you.” 


The drive to the university is quiet and tense. Even with 
Dylan’s hand on my knee comforting me, I can’t shake off 
my nerves. How will it be when I see my father again? Will 


he look right through me like I don’t even exist? I close my 
eyes. I feel sick. He hasn’t responded to any of the 
messages I’ve sent him. I really don’t want to do this, but I 
have to. 


I can feel the color leaving my cheeks as I get out of the car 
and kiss Dylan goodbye. We agreed to enter the class 
separately to avoid a scandal, even though I don’t 
particularly care anymore. The worst has already happened 
by Dylan losing his job. It feels weird not having him at my 
side, having to pretend that nothing has changed when my 
whole world has turned topsy turvy. 


I’m glad to see my father hasn’t arrived yet, and Penny is 
waiting for me when I arrive in the class. I told her 
everything after I got engaged, and I could tell she was 
surprised, but she at least tried to be happy for me. More 
than my father ever did. Still, Penny is coming over for 
dinner this week to get to know Dylan and I couldn’t be 
happier with how she’s handled it. 


“How are you feeling?” she asks me the moment I sit down. 
“I know today must be hard for you...having to pretend 
you’re not having a hot affair with your teacher...your Dad 
being here after what happened...” 


I sigh. “I just can’t believe that is happening to me. I used to 
lead such a boring life... and now it’s like drama follows me 
everywhere.” 


“Don’t worry, you just have to get through this class and 
then you don’t have to associate with your father again if 
you don’t want to. I’ve got to admit though I had my fears 
that you’re rushing into things. But Dylan does seem like 
your type of man. Smart, studious, sexy as hell.” 


I manage a smile. “Watch it. That’s my fiancé your drooling 
over.” 


“Can you blame me?” Penny says gleefully. “Anyway, my 
point is he’s clearly made you happy. And sure, you have no 
idea what the future will hold but if you’re deep enough in 
love then I know you'll make this work.” 


“T will, for sure,” I say. Then I sigh. “I just wish my Dad was 
around to be a part of it. He might never get to meet his 
grandchild.” 


“I wouldn’t be so sure,” Penny says gently. “I think that he’ll 
come around, just give him some time.” 


I’ve heard that sentence a lot recently, but I’m done giving 
him time. Either he loves me and accepts me or he doesn’t. 
Either he values my happiness or he doesn’t. 


My Dad enters the room now and our eyes meet. He doesn’t 
look angry anymore, but his expression is hard to read. Is 
he still mad at me? I don’t know. But he doesn’t stick 
around to talk to me. He makes his way to the back of the 
lecture hall to observe the class. Moments later, Dylan 
arrives and I feel my heart do a backflip. His eyes linger on 
me for a moment and he smiles. Penny leans over to me. 


“God, you guys are sickeningly cute.” 


I smile to myself. Penny always knows how to cheer me up. 
Dylan takes a deep breath at the front of the class and 
addresses the room. 


“Alright, class, let’s talk Jane Eyre...” 


Dylan 


It’s over. My final lecture is complete. It went as I knew it 
would. I had the students rolling around with laughter, 
engaging in an open conversation, thinking deeply about 
the book...but of course, none of that matters because I 


won’t get to see them through their final year now. The 
whole lecture, I felt the Dean’s cold gaze on me and I knew 
that he couldn’t wait to see me go. But I guess I can 
understand that. I have the one good thing in his life that he 
pushed away. He must be feeling the sting of having Cora 
leave by now. It’s no wonder he hates me. 


But now the class is over I need to find a way to tell the 
students that I’m going. I glance at Cora and she gives me a 
sad but encouraging smile. I’m glad she’s here to get me 
through this because this feels harder than I expected. I 
guess I’m not quite ready to let my career go. But I will. For 
Cora. 


I take a deep breath. 


“Alright, class, before you go...1 should tell you that your 
next class will be taught by someone else...” 


I’m about to dive into an explanation but I meet the Dean’s 
eyes across the room and he stands, shaking his head. I 
pause in confusion. Is he telling me not to make this 
announcement? 


“Uh...” 


The Dean makes his way down to meet me at my lectern. 
He turns to the class. 


“Tgnore that announcement there’s been a 
misunderstanding. Mr. Harker will see you at your next 
scheduled lecture. Now, run along.” 


I have no idea what’s happening. Why is the Dean lying to 
them? Why is he making this whole thing harder when he 
knows I won’t show up for the next lecture? Maybe he’s 
trying once again to make me give up Cora, but that’s never 
going to happen. 


I wait until all the students have left before facing him. Cora 
rushes to my side and I feel stronger than ever. 


“If you’re trying to tell me that I can stay so long as I end 
our relationship it’s not happening. I’d rather go,” I growl. 
But the Dean shakes his head. 


“No, that’s not my intention.” 


“Then why are you here?” Cora asks. “You’ve been avoiding 
our calls. You don’t want to make things right between us. 
So stop torturing me, just say whatever you want to say so 
we can leave.” 


The Dean sighs. “Cora, I’m here to say that Dylan can keep 
his job. You can carry on with your relationship in peace. It 
goes against protocol...but since you’re engaged, I think I 
can let it slide. We can tell people that you met before this 
class even started if asked...I am the Dean. What I say goes 
and I think that if this is what makes you happy, then I’d be 
a fool not to support it.” He pauses. “And I suppose 
congratulations are in order. For your engagement and 
your pregnancy. I want to say.... am truly happy for you 
both.” 


I frown. Has he really changes his tune. Or is he working an 
angle here, but if he is, I can’t figure out what. He sees the 
look on my face and sighs. 


“I know this might not seem insincere given the way I 
behaved the other day. But I truly just want to make things 
right. Dylan, I see the way you’ve changed my daughter. I 
see a happiness in her that has never been there before. 
That’s down to you. How can I take that away from her? 
And how can I miss out on everything just because I don’t 
want to let my daughter go?” He turns to Cora. “I’m so 
sorry that I told you to leave and I hope you’ll accept me 
back into your life. I already lost the love of my life. I don’t 


want to lose you too. I know I can be overprotective and 
overbearing but it’s only because you’re all I have left. I 
want you to be safe and happy, but now I can see that 
you’re going to be fine with Dylan. I can see he’s a good 
man.” 


I can’t believe the complete change of heart he’s had. It 
feels good, knowing he finally trusts me to give his daughter 
the future she deserves. I know how much Cors wants her 
father in her life, so this is a better outcome than I ever 
could’ve expected. 


But Cora still has to let him back in. I can see hesitance in 
her eyes, and I don’t blame her. Her father let her down. 
But then she steps forward and hugs him hard. 


“I’m so glad you changed your mind,” she whispers. Her 
father kisses the top of her head and I feel relief. As they 
break apart, the Dean reaches out to shake my hand and I 
take it. 


“You take care of her and we won’t have any issues,” he 
tells me. “Welcome to the family.” 


“Don’t worry, Illl never let her down,” I growl. This is 
exactly what I hoped for. I can be with her forever and have 
her father’s blessing. Now Cora is happier than she ever 
thought possible. The two most important men in her life 
have ended their feud. She doesn’t have to hurt anymore. 


The future is ours for the taking. 


EPILOGUE 


NINE MONTHS LATER... 


Cora 


M y belly is so big, swollen from pregnancy, that it’s 
beginning to hurt my back. I’m so tired all the time, 


but I’m ready for our beautiful baby boy to come into the 
world. Pregnancy has been a beautiful thing, but I’m ready 
for it to be over now and meet my baby. 


I feel him kicking in my stomach and press my hand to my 
belly so I can feel it. As I lie in bed, having a lazy day in 
preparation for the birth, I smile at the thought that the 
baby can’t wait to get out either. 


“We'll meet each other soon, little one,” I whisper to him. 
“I'm going to give you so much love...you hear me? Your 
Dad and I are going to be such good parents to you. We’ll 
never spoil you, but we’ll give you the world. We won’t be 
strict, but we’ll make sure you grow up to be a good man. 
We'll let you follow your dreams, whatever they might be. 
You’re going to have the life you can’t even dream up yet.” 


He kicks again and I smile to myself, closing my eyes with 
my hand resting on my stomach. I’m already craving how 
things will be when I have my baby. I’m looking forward to 
being a Mom. I want to do it all; breastfeeding, late nights 


rocking him to sleep, taking in his gorgeous baby smell, 
showing him off to various members of our family, making 
friends with other moms so we can gush over our kids 
together. And even though this whole process has been 
exhausting, and definitely not an easy ride, it’s so worth it. 
Just the thought of the birthing process is scary, but I know 
I can do it with Dylan by my side. 


There’s a knock at the door and then he enters the room, 
holding a tray with my breakfast on it. I blush. He brings me 
breakfast in bed every morning that I don’t have to be up 
for classes, and I still can’t believe how lucky I am to be 
with him. Of all the women in the world, he picked 
me...even though he could have anyone he wanted. As he 
smiles and hands me the tray, I feel a rush of love for him. 
After almost nine months together, even though all my 
hormonal mood swings, and rough nights, he still shows me 
every single day that we’re made for one another. He makes 
me happier than I ever thought possible. 


“How are you this morning, baby?” he asks as he kisses the 
top of my head. 


“T feel tired, but I’m good. I’m always good when you’re 
here,” I say, and kiss his lips. 


“T wouldn’t miss being around you for the world. Especially 
now when the baby is due. Does anything feel different? If 
you’re concerned about anything I can call the doctor 
again.” 


I take his hand in mine. “No, it’s okay. I’m not worried. I 
know everything will be okay as long as you’re here with 
me. You’re all I need.” 


“Pm right here,” he growls, kissing me again. I sigh into the 
kiss and he pulls me even closer. I can tell he wants me 
right this second. My pregnancy hasn’t killed either of our 


appetites for one another, though it’s been a few weeks 
since we’ve had proper sex because of the baby bump. Still, 
my body responds to him every single time he touches me. I 
feel a wetness between my legs and I wish that I could have 
him right now. His hand finds its way between my legs. 


“We'll be able to have one another again soon,” he growls in 
my ear. “And I’m going to remind you exactly how good it 
feels when we’re together.” 


“How could I ever forget?” I whisper. “You’re everything, 
Dylan. I want it so much...but it’s going to have to wait a 
little while.” 


“It'll be worth the wait,” he says in my ear. “Besides, we 
have a baby boy on the way. That’s a gift I never expected to 
have. You’re giving life to someone, to our child. That’s the 
most important thing in the world, baby. I just want you to 
know that not a second goes by when I don’t want your sexy 
body.” 


I blush again. I can barely believe he still wants me now, 
even after all the morning sickness, sleepless nights and 
backaches, and how I ballooned in size during the 
pregnancy...how does he still want me when I’m like this? 


Because he loves me. Even though I’m never completely 
convinced that I deserve him or that he wants someone like 
me, I never doubt how much he loves me. I feel his love so 
strongly that it warms my heart and gets me through the 
hardest of days. As I rest my head against his chest and he 
strokes my hair, I feel like the luckiest woman in the world. 
And I know our baby is going to grow up in a family 
bursting to the seams with love. I missed out on a lot of 
years with my mother, but my baby won’t grow up without 
me, or Dylan. We’re going to give this child everything. 


“Eat up your breakfast. I’m going to call your father and see 
if he wants to spend the day over here. I know he’s 
desperate to see how you’re getting along.” 


I laugh. “He only saw us two days ago.” 


“I know, but he doesn’t want to miss a thing. It’s his first 
grandchild, after all.” 


Ever since we made amends with my Dad, he’s been a 
better father than ever, and he’s been seriously preparing 
for life as a grandpa. He’s been reading books about it, like 
a true scholar. He’s been buying baby clothes since he 
found out that we were having a boy. He even turned a 
room in his house into a nursery so that the baby has 
somewhere to stay overnight if necessary. He’s always been 
a good Dad if a little overprotective but he was made to be 
a grandpa. He’s going to spoil this kid rotten. 


“Well, it’ll be nice to see him. Call him! I don’t want him to 
miss a thing.” 


A few hours later, the three of us sit by the front window of 
mine and Dylan’s house. I moved in here permanently right 
after Dad and I made up again. I told him that as much as I 
loved him, I needed to be with Dylan for the pregnancy and 
our engagement. He was upset at first, but he understood. 
Now, he sits opposite me, smiling at me and my bulging 
stomach. 


“T can’t believe how fast the last nine months have gone by,” 
he says with a sigh. “I remember when your mother was 
pregnant with you. We knew it was going to change 
everything, but we couldn’t have been more excited.” 


“I feel the same,” I say, tenderly rubbing my belly. “It’s 
strange, even though I’ve got my degree now, I’m in no 
hurry to get a job. I want to spend every second I can with 


the baby when he arrives. I never thought I’d be this 
attached, but he’s special. He’s a part of me, a part of 
Dylan, even a part of you, in a way...that makes him the 
most special kid in the world. All I want is to be with him all 
the time. It’s going to be weird when he’s not inside me 
anymore, but I can’t wait to see his little face.” 


“If he’s anything like his parents, he’s going to be a 
wonderful child,” Dad says. He crosses the room to kiss my 
cheek and rests his hand on my stomach, feeling the baby 
kicking. 


“T think he’s going to be a great soccer player.” 


I laugh. “I can live with that. So long as I don’t have to 
watch any sports on TV, he can join whichever teams he 
wants.” 


“TIl take him to soccer matches,” Dylan says. “I used to play 
as a kid. I can teach him a thing or two. But, hey what we 
really want is for him to love reading.” 


“His parents are both bookworms, and his grandpa,” I point 
out. “It’s inevitable.” 


We spend some time together, wondering about the future. 
Wondering what our baby’s first word will be, what his 
favorite school subject might, when he’ll fall in love for the 
first time. There’s so much to think of, so much to look 
forward to. It feels so strange that he’s going to be with us 
So soon. 


I stand, ready to get a cup of tea for everyone, when I feel 
it. My water breaking. I gasp in shock. I knew the baby 
would be arriving soon, and yet it still comes as a shock. 
Both Dylan and my Dad stare at me in shock. Our lives just 
changed so much in a split second. 


It’s time. 


“Tt’s okay, we’re ready,” Dylan says hurriedly, standing to 
wrap his arms around me and kiss my cheek. “I love you, 
baby. I’m here with you every step of the way. I’ve got 
everything ready for the hospital, let’s go.” 


I’m in a daze as Dad helps me to the car and Dylan gets our 
bag for the hospital trip. My father drives so that Dylan can 
sit with me and hold me. He helps me breathe through the 
initial pain and anxiety. I’m so excited about this, but I’m 
also terrified. Giving birth is a big deal, but with Dylan here, 
I know everything is going to be just fine. 


Dylan calls ahead to the hospital so they’re ready for me 
when I arrive. They get me settled in a bed and then 
everything moves so fast. Every second of it feels like a 
lifetime, but Dylan and my Dad stick close by and help me 
through it. My mind is a daze, but I’ve never known so 
clearly that this is the best thing that’s ever happened to 
me. 


And then, a few hours later I hear my baby cry for the first 
time. His wails fill the air and bring me back down to Earth. 
I feel tears of joy fall down my cheeks and a few minutes 
later, I hold him in my arms for the first time. He feels so 
tiny in my arms, but he makes me feel so much love. I rock 
him against me. 


“My baby angel,” I whisper. Dylan is right by my side and he 
kisses our baby boy on the head. 


“Maybe we should name him Gabriel,” he says. “It seems 
fitting.” 


“T like that,” I sniff, holding back tears. This moment is so 
emotional, that I don’t ever want it to end. I’ve never been 
happier. I thought my life was perfect from the moment 
Dylan entered it, but now that we have our baby, everything 
feels even better. 


Gabriel shifts in my arms and I hold him close, closing my 
eyes. This was nine months in the making and it feels like a 
miracle to be holding him in my arms now. I’ve always 
wanted children, but I never thought I’d find someone I 
wanted this with. But as I look at Dylan, I know he walked 
into my life at exactly the right moment. He was the only 
man that could make this possible. He was the only man 
who could make me this happy now. I lean in to kiss him, 
knowing that this is all possible because of his love and 
affection. 


Now we have the rest of our lives to live out together. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


TEN YEARS LATER... 


Dr 


Taking your angelically named children to parents night 
when they’re more like little devils is an experience, for 
sure. As Cora and I bundle Gabriel, Celeste, and Ariel into 
the car, we exchange an amused glance. Who knew that our 
good parenting would produce such little adorable tyrants. 


“Whatever Miss Bush says about me, it’s not true,” Gabriel 
declares as we get into the car. I glance back at him with a 
smile. 


“Oh yeah? Can you guess what she might say?” 


Gabriel chews his lip. “Well...she might mention that I wrote 
my eight times table on my hand to use in a test, but that’s 
not true.” 


“So that’s not why you came home covered in blue ink the 
other day?” Cora teases affectionately. Gabriel folds his 
arms defiantly. 


“My pen exploded.” 


“Ahh,” Cora and I say in unison. We know by now that 
Gabriel tends to bend the truth a little. He’s a smart kid, ifa 
little unfocussed, but fortunately for us, we can always tell 
when he’s telling a white lie. I suspect we’ll hear some 
interesting things about him tonight at parent’s night. 


“Well, Miss Bush likes me,” Celeste brags. “She says that I 
have a big personality.” 


Cora and I try our best not to laugh. Our kids are all big 
personalities, for sure. We’re not entirely sure where they 
picked up their divaish personas, but we wouldn’t change 
them for the world. Even three year old Ariel is starting to 
prance around the house like she’s the queen of the world, 
but we love them for it. We like that they’re not just some 
clones of every other kid in their classes. They do well in 
school, even if they’re not always focused, and they have 
friends. The teachers like them, even when they’re slightly 
disruptive. The way we see it, our kids are one of a kind in 
the best possible way. 


As we get to the school, and Celeste takes my hand. She’s 
just turned seven and she has already used her charm to 
get exactly what she wants from life. 


“Mr. Rhodes wants me to join the music after school club, 
he thinks that I’ll be a good singer for the school play, but 
it’s at the same time as Mom’s book club.” 


I glance at Cora as she’s balancing Ariel on her hip and 
chatting with Gabriel. Since she finished school, she’s spent 
most of her time looking after the kids, but she’s also 
started her own book club that became a viral sensation. 
People from all over the world tune into her podcast where 
she discusses her favorite books. She also has a book club 
once a week in person with people in town which has 
proved to be extremely successful. The kid’s book club she 


runs is every Thursday after school, so I guess that must 
clash with music class. I squeeze Celeste’s hand. 


“Darling, if music club is what you want to do, your Mom 
will understand. We want you to follow your passions. She’s 
not going to be offended. She knows how much you love to 
read. You don’t need to show up to her book club to prove 
anything to her. Besides, you have your own little book club, 
right? You read together every single night.” 


There’s always a moment of calm every evening when Cora 
settles down with the kids to get them to read. They don’t 
even need to be persuaded because they love it so much. 
Even Ariel is trying her hand at picture books already. The 
kids are different from us in many ways, but when I see 
them with a book in their hands, I know they’re ours 
through and through. 


“Okay, I’ll ask her later. I just hope she isn’t upset.” 


I kiss the top of her head. “She won’t be. She loves you. And 
all she wants if for you to follow your heart. Don’t worry 
about it one bit.” 


The rest of the evening goes off without a hitch. We speak 
to Gabriel’s teachers first, who tell us that he’s a bright kid 
with a bright future. Like we didn’t already know that. A 
few of them mention that he’s not always the best behaved 
and can be easily distracted, but we were expecting that. 
When they hand over his term grades and we see that he’s 
top of the class, all of our concerns fizzle away. 


When it’s Celeste’s turn, her teachers describe her as a 
creative girl with her head in the clouds. Cora exchanges a 
smile with me. We know she gets that from her mother. But 
even if she’s not getting straight A’s in math and science, 
she’s excelling beyond all the other students in the rest of 


her classes. She looks guilty as we walk away from her final 
teacher. 


“Did I do bad?” she asks miserably. “I know my grades for 
math were bad.” 


“We can get you some extra help for that,” Cora says, 
ruffling her hair. “But honey, everyone has their strengths. 
You’re a creative person, math was never going to be your 
strong point. We’re so proud of you for your grades in 
English, music, and drama, the rest doesn’t matter. As long 
as you're trying your hardest then you’re exactly where 
you’re supposed to be.” 


I can’t stop smiling. Its moments like these when Cora 
proves how good of a mother she is. She always knows 
exactly what to say to the kids to make them feel better. 
Celeste cheers up immediately and when Cora suggests 
ordering pizza in to celebrate, the three kids go wild with 
excitement. 


We spend the rest of the evening in front of the TV, eating 
pizza and ice cream and watching a family movie. The kids 
are pretty hyper throughout it, but by the time the credits 
roll, they’re all sleepy and ready for bed. Cora takes them 
upstairs to read for a while and I take that time to pour us 
each a glass of wine so we can kick back and relax. Every 
single evening, we make sure we have enough time to just 
enjoy one another’s company. I still work full time at the 
university and she can often be busy with the book club and 
the kids, so every second we steal together is precious. 
Since we’ve had the kids, though, our feelings have only 
strengthened for one another. We still make love every 
single night. We still look at each other with as much love in 
our eyes as we did the first time we met. She still turns me 
on every single time she walks into a room. I’ve never 
looked at any other woman since I met her, and I know 


she’s never looked at a man either. We are still a perfect 
match. 


When she comes back downstairs in a pair of silk pajamas 
and sees the glass of wine waiting for her she smiles. 


“I definitely feel like I need that tonight, parents night is so 
intense. I feel like the kids put so much pressure on 
themselves, parents night just stresses them out even more. 
I wish I could protect them from that feeling.” 


“You do everything you can for them, baby. Schools apply 
pressure on kids, it can’t be helped. They know that we 
always have their backs no matter what,” I say, pulling her 
into me. “And you’re way too harsh on yourself too. You’re a 
perfect mother. Just because you can’t protect them from 
everything doesn’t mean you’re doing a bad job.” 


She smiles. “I guess so. Celeste told me about the music 
club. I can’t believe she thought she couldn't go for it just 
because of me. It just makes me feel a little guilty.” 


“It’s not anything you’ve done, she just desperately wants to 
make you happy. That’s because she loves you so much 
because you’re a damn good parent,” I tell her sternly. “No 
more doubting yourself, baby okay.” 


She nods, but she doesn’t look at me. I know that even after 
all these years, Cora sometimes doubts herself, that she’s 
not sexy anymore, even though I rip off her clothes at any 
opportunity I get. She sometimes thinks she’s not a good 
parent even though our kids are amazing. I know she even 
feels like her book club isn’t good when a member leaves or 
someone makes a negative comment. But she’s the most 
incredible woman in the world, and if I have to remind her 
of that every single day, then I will. 


“Cora...you need to know just how amazing you are,” I 
growl. “You’re the most beautiful woman on the planet. 
You’re strong and sexy and driven and smart. You’re an 
amazing mom, an amazing daughter, and an amazing 
wife...and you’re the center of my whole world. I’d have 
nothing without you. Everything that really matters, our 
marriage, our kids, our livelihood, that all comes from you. 
Never doubt yourself, baby, because I know I couldn’t live 
without you. I know I’d never love again if something took 
you from me. You’re everything.” 


Cora reaches over to cup my cheek. “ Dylan...” 


“I mean it,” I growl. “I don’t want to see you doubting 
yourself anymore. I know it’s not as simple as me telling you 
these things, but I’ll say them every single day until you 
finally believe me. You’re the light of my life, Cora, and I 
hope I’m the same to you.” 


“Of course you are, baby,” she whispers. “And you make me 
feel so so special. I know that no other man could ever 
make me feel this way. I know I’d doubt myself so much 
more if I didn’t have you cheering me along all the way. You 
remind me that I have a better version of myself that I can’t 
always see. You always see the best in me. And you know 
just how to wipe away all the misconceptions I have about 
myself and make me feel amazing again.” 


I lean in to kiss her. I can’t hold back from her beautiful 
body any longer. We abandon our wine and she falls into my 
arms, giving me everything in one single kiss. We don’t 
need wine. We’re constantly drunk on one another. 


“T love you,” I growl. She kisses me, biting my bottom lip 
and making me moan. 


“T love you too,” she murmurs against my lips. I scoop her 
up into my arms and carry her towards the stairs. Now that 


the kids are asleep, the adults get to have their fun. We 
might do this every single night, but I’ll never get bored. I’ll 
always want everything her body has to offer me. 


I lay her down on our bed and undress her quickly. I want to 
see her beautiful naked body. As I strip her of her clothes, I 
admire her. She has stretch marks now and her body has 
changed since we first met, but she’s just as beautiful, if not 
more so. Even though she’s ten years older now and she’s 
changing with every passing day, Illl love every change her 
body makes for the rest of our days. She catches me 
watching and sighs. 


“T know it’s not sexy...all these stretch marks...” 


“Yes, you are,” I growl. “Your body is amazing. It gave us 
three children. Every night when I fuck you it lets me go 
wild without hurting you, only your body can handle the 
beast you’ve woken inside me. You’re incredible and I love 
every inch of your skin.” 


She looks sad for a moment, but then she smiles. I undress 
for her and she watches in awe. The fact that she still wants 
me after all this time lets me know that this love is forever. 
Even as we age, even as we change, we still want each 
other unconditionally. She’s everything I’ve ever wanted or 
needed. 


And now I’m going to let her forget it. 


HAPPILY EVER AF TER 


TWENTY YEARS LATER... 


( Ora 


This day is truly blessed. I knew it would come at some 
point, but nothing could have prepared me for the emotions 
I’m feeling today. Our youngest daughter, Ariel, is getting 
married today. 


She found the love of her life at a young age, just like I did. 
He’s a handsome young man with a good job and a kind 
heart. I know exactly how it feels to be in her shoes. I 
remember how excited I was to walk down the aisle and 
commit the rest of my life to Dylan all those years ago. 
Thirty years together has proved to me that if you know, you 
know. I can see the love in Ariel’s eyes as I help her with her 
dress and veil in preparation for her big day, and I know her 
love is going to last forever too. 


“I’m not even nervous,” she tells me as she sips some 
champagne. “I know some people get nervous on their 
wedding day, but I don’t really understand that. I’ve never 
wanted to do anything more than this. I committed my life 
to him long before today. At this point, the ceremony is just 
a celebration of what we share together.” 


“That’s exactly how it should be,” I tell her as I thread 
flowers into her hair. Celeste tsk’s. 


“Well, everyone is different,” she says. “I mean, I get what 
you’re saying, but marriage is a huge thing. It changes 
everything.” 


Ariel smiles. “Not for me. I know how I feel. I know that’s 
not going to change.” 


“Well, I’ve got enough nerves for the both of us then,” 
Celeste says, finishing off her third glass of champagne. At 
Ariel’s request, she’s agreed to be both a bridesmaid and 
the wedding singer. I tsk at Celeste and take the empty 
glass from her. 


“No more. You’re a bad influence on your sister. She’ll be 
stumbling down the aisle.” 


Celeste winks at Ariel and she giggles. I smile to myself. I 
love seeing my girls bond. They’re thick as thieves, even if 
they didn’t get on that well growing up. Seeing them having 
fun together on Ariel’s big day makes me so happy. 


By the time Ariel is ready, I have tears in my eyes. She looks 
so beautiful in her white dress, her white-blonde hair 
flowing down her back. Out of all our children, she looks the 
most like me, and I see my twenty-one year old self in her. 
All those emotions about marrying Dylan come rushing 
back. I cup Ariel’s cheeks. 


“This is going to be the best day of your life. Cherish it 
forever,” I tell her. Her lip trembles. 


“Thanks, Mom. I’m so glad everyone is here to celebrate 
this with me.” 


It’s true. Even though the wedding is in the Bahamas, 
everyone important has shown up. My Dad has a front-row 


seat, Gabriel is the best man...he introduced Celeste to her 
fiancé, after all...and Dylan is getting ready to walk Ariel 
down the aisle. 


There’s a knock at the door and he enters. He looks so 
handsome today. He’s a silver fox if I ever saw one with 
steel in his hair and beard. He looks amazing, and his 
physique is just as good as it was when I met him. His tux 
makes him look like James Bond and I feel a rush of love 
and attraction for him. 


“There’s the blushing bride,” he says, kissing Ariel’s cheeks. 
She throws her arms around his neck. 


“T’m so excited, Daddy.” 


“Then let’s not waste another second. Let’s get you 
married,” Dylan says. My heart is in my throat as Celeste 
and I pick up the train of her dress and we all begin the 
short walk from the hotel to the beach where the ceremony 
is taking place. Dylan glances over his shoulder and smiles 
at me. I know he’s thinking about our own wedding day. It 
was a beautiful day, full of sunshine and good wine and 
laughter. It was shortly after Gabriel was born so we got to 
spend our special day with our son. Now, he’s waiting at the 
end of the aisle with his best friend, about to watch his 
sister get married. 


I have to wipe my eyes. They all grew up so fast. One 
minute they were toddlers running around and causing 
havoc. Now they’ve all moved out and found jobs, and lives 
of their own. They’ve all found their slice of happiness one 
way or another. 


I miss them all, but I still have Dylan. I’m lucky that he fills 
every single need that I have. My kids have stayed close to 
home too so I can’t complain. This life we have is perfect, 
and I don’t take any of it for granted. 


Dylan kisses Ariel’s cheek as he gives her away. In an 
unexpected moment of pure love, Ariel turns around to 
throw her arms around my neck. I hold her hard. It feels 
like she’s slipping through my fingers. I guess now I 
understand how my father felt when I met Dylan. But this is 
a good thing. Love fills you in a way nothing else can. It 
becomes the center of your universe and makes you 
delirious with happiness. This is a good thing. She’s not 
leaving me behind, she’s just finding something else 
amazing to be a part of. 


My father smiles as we take our seats in the front row. 
Dylan’s hand slips into mine, and I watch all my babies 
under the wedding arch. Ariel and her fiancé hold hands, 
beaming at one another like they’re both looking at the 
stars. Celeste wipes at her eyes and even Gabriel looks a 
little misty-eyed. 


“That was us thirty years ago,” Dylan whispers to me, and I 
smile. 


“That’s still us today. We still look at each other like that.” 


“Damn right we do,” he says, wrapping his arm around my 
shoulder and pulling me close to kiss my cheek. We stay 
that way as we watch Ariel say her vows, promising to love 
her husband for the rest of her life. They exchange rings 
and kisses and none of it feels real. I stand with everyone 
else to applaud and I feel like I’ve gone back in time. I’m 
bursting with happiness and love. I thought that maybe my 
wedding day was the best day of my life, but this is surely a 
contender. Now, I have everything I ever wanted. I’ve gota 
happy family. I married the man I love and have lived thirty 
beautiful years with him, and have so many more to come. 


I now know the true meaning of bliss. 


At the reception, the booze flows and the sky darkens, and 
as the warm summer air fills with music I watch my 
beautiful baby girl have her first dance and cut her cake. I 
watch Gabriel flirt with one of Ariel’s friends and I roll my 
eyes affectionately. Celeste’s beautiful voice fills the air as 
she sings with the wedding band, and Dylan offers his hand 
to me. 


“May I dance with the most beautiful woman at his party?” 
he says. I take his hand with a warm smile. 


“T’ll never pass up a chance to dance with you,” I tell him. 
He leads me to the dance floor and I fall into his arms, 
swaying to the music. Joy fills my entire body as the stars 
shine down on us. Sometimes it feels like this world was just 
made for us. Like the stars shine just for me and him. 


“TIl love you forever,” he murmurs in my ear. I close my 
eyes and sway with him. 


“Good. Because I have a lot of love left to give to you too.” 
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